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rTpO  entertain  any  doubt  of  the  antiquity 
or  authenticity  of  the  poems  of  O  s  s  i  an, 
as  fomc  pretend  to  do,  can  only  flow  from  an 
afFe£ted  Angularity  of  thinking,  or  from  the 
mere  wantonnefs  of  prejudice.  They  carry 
fuch  internal  evidence,  and  are  fo  ftrongly 
marked  with  the  characters  of  antiquity,  as 
cannot  fail  to  convince  every  impartial  mind, 
that  they  mufl  be  referred  to  a  period  long 
fmce  paft,  and  very  remote.  As  to  their  au- 
thenticity, it  was  never  fo  much  as  called  in 
queflion  in  Scotland  ;  over  all  the  highlands 
and  iiles,  it  is  univerfally  acknowledged.     It 
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is  well  known  that  the  mofl  illiterate  old  peo- 
ple there  can  Hill  repeat  great  parts  of  many 
of  the.  poems.  Unhappily,  indeed,  they  are 
often  found  much  interpolated  and  blended 
with  the  wild  chimeras  and  abfurdities  of  the 
bards  of  degenerate  days:  Though  this  is  to 
be  regreted,  it  is  not  greatly  to  be  wondered 
at.  But  in  thefe  fragments,  which  are  com- 
mon, one  of  moderate  dlfcernment  can  dif- 
cover  fuch  inequality  in  the  language,  fuch 
inconfifLency  in  the  fentiments  and  events,  as 
clearly  mark  out  what  are  the  real  production 
of  OssiAN,  and  what  are  falfely  afcribed  to 
him.  Mr  M'Pherfon  has  great  merit  in 
collecting  and  recovering  fo  many  of  them. 
His  arranging  and  purging  them  of  what  was 
modern  and  fpurious,  mufi:  have  coil  him  no 
little  labour  j  his  prefenting  them  to  the  world 

pure 
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pure  and  unmixed,  difcovers  his  being  a 
great  mafler  of  the  antiquities  of  his  country, 
of  the  original  Gahc,  and  his  being  happy 
in  a  well-formed  tafle  for  the  genuine  beau- 
ties of  poetry.  His  tranflation  is  faithful,  ac- 
curate, elegant,  and  mailerly.  Such  as  are 
judges  of  the  original  have  long  defpaired  of 
ever  feeing  a  ftrength  of  genius  capable  of 
doing  them  fo  much  juitice  in  the  Englifh 
language.  To  transfufe  the  fpirit  of  an  au- 
thor into  a  literal  verfion,  is  allowed  by  all  to 
be  extremely  difficult,  if  not  impoffible.  In 
this  he  has  had  rem.arkable  fuccefs :  yet  he 
will  readily  confefs,  and  it  m^ufl  be  evident  to 
manv,  that  he  often  falls  ihort  of  his  oriei- 
nal.  This  in  general,  mull,  in  a  great  mea- 
fure,  be  afcribed  to  the  different  idioms  of 
rJarguagcs  5  though  in  this  cafe  it  may  per- 
haps 


C   viii   ] 

haps  be  rather  imputed  to  a  failure  in  the 
Englifli  tongue :  for  if  any  could  fupport  the 
paflion  and  dignity  of  Os  si  an  throughout, 
he  feems  poiTelTed  of  abilities  equal  to  the 
talk.  So  much  has  already  been  advanced 
by  him  and  others  for  eflablilhing  the  anti- 
quity and  authenticity  of  thefe  poems,  as  pre- 
cludes the  necelTity  of  my  faying  any  thing 
with  regard  to  them.  And  indeed,  if  the  u- 
nited  voice  of  Scotland  and  Ireland  ;  if  the  U- 
ving  teftimony  of  the  natives  of  thefe  king- 
doms, wherever  fcattered  over  the  globe, 
can  be  deemed  infufhicient  to  evince  this  mat- 
ter, and  free  it  of  all  doubt  and  fufpicion,  it 
is  in  vain  to  combat  any  longer  with  ungene- 
rous, unreafonable  prejudice,  with  obftinate 
and  wilful  incredulity.  Every  unbialTed  per- 
fon  v/ill   readily  own,  that  thefe  poems  arc 
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the  monuments  of  a  very  ancient  age,  and 
mull  enlarge  cur  knowledge  of  the  human 
mind  and  charader  ;  and  in  this  view,  it 
muff  be  admitted,  that  they  are  one  of  the 
greatell  curionties  that  have  at  any  period 
been  prefented  to  the  republic  of  letters. 
They  are  now  familiarly  known  throughout 
the  Britifli  dominions  ;  they  have  been  tranf- 
iated  into  the  mod  pOiite,  modern,  European 
languages,  and  received  with  deferved  ap- 
plaufe :  No  fmall  proof  this  of  their  poetical 
m.erit,  and  their  holding  a  high  rank  as  v/orks 
of  a  fuperior  genius.  In  Eritain,  indeed, 
different  opinions  have  appeared  concerning 
them.  SomiC  authors,  it  is  well  known,  owe 
much  of  their  reputation  to  the  implicit  ac- 
7  quiefcence  of  the  many,  in  the  encomiums 
r  be  (lowed  upon  them  by  f-me,  with  whom  it 
Vol.  I.  b  has 
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has  been  thought  honourable  to  agree  in  fen^ 
thnent.  Others,  again,  have  been  rated 
much  below  tlieir  merit,  merely  becaufe  fome 
fafnionable  critic  has  decried  their  perfor- 
mances. Thus  has  it  fared  with  our  nordi- 
ern  bard.  But  if  his  merit  is  to  be  decided 
by  authority,  may  not  that  of  Dr  Blair, 
who  has  done  no  more  jultice  to  Ossian  a-s 
a  poet,  than  honour  to  himfclf  as  a  critic,  be 
fmgly  oppofed  to  the  pedantry  of  fome,  and 
the  empty  echoings  of  others,  who  hil  them- 
felves  among  the  decriers  of  the  Celtic  bard  ? 
For  the  entertainment  of  readers  of  tafle,  I 
fhall  here  beg  leave  to  tranfcribe,  from  the 
Doctor's  excellent  diflertation,  an  abflrad  of 
his  remarks  on  Ossian's  works  in  general, 
-and  what  relate, to  the  following  poem  in  par- 
.  tic.ular. 

Th€ 
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"  The  two  great  cbaraclerlflicsof Os  s ian's^ 
poetry    are    tcndernefs    and    fublimity.       It 
breathes   nothhig    of  the   gay   and  chearful 
khid.    An  air  of  ferioufnefs  and  folemnity  Is 
dlffufcd  over  the  whole.     Ossian  is  perhaps 
the  only  poet  who  never  relaxes,  or  lets  hini- 
fclf  do v*fn  into  the  light  and   amuhng  ftrain, 
which,  with  the  bulk  of  readers,  is  no  faiall 
difadvantage  to  him.     He^  moves  perpetually 
in  the  high   region- of  the  grand  and  pathe-- 
tic.     The  events  recorded  are  all  ferious  and 
grave  ;     the  fcenery    throughout,   wild    and 
romantic.     The  extended  heath  by  the  fea* 
lliore  ;  the  mountain  (liaded  with  mill ;    the 
torrent  rufliing  through  a  foiitary  valley ;  the 
fcattered  oaks,  and  the  tombs  of  warriors  o^ 
vergrown  with  mofs ;  all  produce  a  folemn  at- 
,    tention  in  the  mind,  and  prepare  it  for  great 
b  2  and 


and  extraordinary  events.  We  find  not  in 
him  an  imagination  that  fports  itfelf,  and  dref- 
fes  cut  gay  trifles  to  pleafe  the  fancy.  His 
poetry,  more  perhaps  than  that  of  any  other, 
defervcs  to  be  flyled,  The  Pcetry  of  the  Heart, 
It  is  a  heart  penetrated  with  noble  fentiments, 
with  fublime  and  tender  paflions ;  a  heart 
that  glows,  and  kindles  the  fancy  ;  a  heart 
that  is  full,  and  pours  itfelf  forth.  Ossian 
did  not  write  to  pleafe  readers  and  critics : 
lie  fung  from  the  love  of  poetry  and  fong. 
Ills  delight  was  to  think  of  the  heroes  among 
whom  he  fiourifhed ;  to  recal  the  afFedling 
incidents  of  his  life-  to  dwell  upon  his  pad 
wars,  and  loves,  and  friendihips ;  till,  as  he 
expreffcs  it  himfelf,  "  there  comes  a  voice  to 
"  OssiAM  and  awakes  his  foul:  It  is  the 
"  voice  c:  years  that  are  gone  j  they  roll  be- 

"  fore 
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"  fore  me  with  all  their  deeds/'  And  under 
this  true  poetic  infpiration,  giving  vent  to  his 
genius,  no  wonder  we  fliould  fo  often  hear, 
and  acknowledge  in  his  iirains,  the  powerful 
and  ever-pleafing  voice  of  Nature. 

''  Of  all  the  great  poets.  Homer  is  the  one 
v.'hcfe  manner,  and  whofe  times  come  the 
nearefl  to  Ossian's.  The  Greek  hr.s,  in 
feveral  points,  a  manlfed  fuperiority :  This 
is  by  no  means  aflonifning.  Homer  lived 
in  a  country  where  fociety  was  much  farther 
advanced :  He  had  beheld  miany  more  objeds ; 
cities  built  and  tlourilhing ;  laws  inftituted ; 
order,  difcipline,  and  arts  begun.  His  neld 
Oi  obiervation  was  much  larger  and  more 
fplendid;  he  confequently  polTefTes  a  larger 
compafs  of  ideas,  has  more   diverfity  in  his 

characters. 


chara6-ers,  imd  a  much  deeper  knowledge  of' 
human  nature.       But  u^  Ossi a^^'s  ideas  be 
lefs  diverlified,   they  are  all  hov/ever  of  thr^ 
kind  fittefi:  for  poetry  :  The  bravery  and  gc- 
nerofity  of  heroes  ;  the  tendernefs  of  lovers  ;.. 
the    attachments    oi"    friends,    parents,    and 
children.       In    a    rude    age    and     country, 
though  the  events  be  few,  the  undiflipated- 
mind,  broods  over  them   more;    theyftrike: 
the  im.agina'cion,  and    hre   the   paiiions  in  a. 
higher  degree,    and  beccm.e   happier   mate-- 
rials  to  a  poetical  j:^enius,  than  the   fame  e-- 
vents  when  fcattered  through  the  wide  circle 
of  more   varied   adion    and  cultivated  life.- 
We  find  not  in  Ossian  the  fprightly   and 
chearful  poet:    He  uniformly  maintains  the 
gravity  and  folemnity  of  the  Celtic  hero.  Os- 
sian had  furvivsd  ail  his  friends,    and  was- 

diipoled. 


[     .^v     ] 

diipofcd  to  melancholy  by  tlie  incidents  of 
his  life.  On  all  occallons  he  Is  frugal  of  his 
words,  and  never  gives  more  of  an  image  or 
defcription  than  is  juft  fulticient  to  place  it 
before  us  in  one  clear  point  of  view.  It  is  a 
blaze  of  lightning,  which  flafiies  and  vanilhes. 
Both  the  poets  are  dramatic.  Homer's 
fpceches  indeed  are  liighly  characleriftical; 
yrt,  if  he  be  tedious  any  where,  it  is  in  thefe. 
X^ssiAN  is  concife  and  rapid  in  his  fpeeches 
as  he  is  in  every  other  thing.  Both  poets 
are  eminently  fublime,  but  a  difierence  may 
be  remarked  in  the  fpecies  of  their  fubhmity. 
Homer's  is  accompanied  with  more  impe- 
tuofity  and  hre  ;  Ossiai^'s  with  more  of  a 
foleme  and  awful  grandeur.  Homer  hurries 
you  along ;  Ossian  elevates  and  fixes  you 
in  ..afloniihment.     The  firft   is  mofl:  fublime 

in 
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in  aaiions  an  J  battles ;  the  other  in  defcrip^ 
tion  an  d  fentlmen  l .  In  the  p:ithetic ,  H  o  m  e  r 
has  great  power;  but  Ossian  exerts  that 
power  much  oFtener,  and  has  the  character 
of  tendernefs  far  more  deeply  Imprinted  on 
his  works :  No  poet  knew  better  how  to  feizc 
and  melt  the  heart.  With  regard  to  digni- 
ty of  fentiment,  the  pre-eminence  muft  clear- 
ly be  given  to  Ossiant.  This  is  indeed  a 
furprifmg  circumftancc,  that  in  point  of  hu- 
manity, magnanimity,  virtuous  feelings  of 
every  kind,  our  Celtic  bard  fliould  be  diflln- 
guillied  to  fuch  a  degree,  that  not  only  the 
heroes  of  Homer,  but  even  thofe  of  the  po- 
lite and  refined  Virgil,  are  left  far  behind 
thofe  of  Ossian. 

"After  thefe  general  obfervations  on  the  ge- 
nius 
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iQS  and  fpirlt  of  our  author,  I  proceed  to  a 
icarer  view  of  his  works,  and  fhall  begin 
•with  Fin  GAL,  as  it  is  the  firfl  great  poem  in 
this  Colledion.  To  refufe  the  title  of  an  epic 
•poem  to  FiNGAL,  becaufe  it  is  not  in  every 
little  particular  exadly  conformable  to  the 
'practice  of  Homer  and  Virgil,  were  the 
mere  fqueamiflmefs  and  pedantry  of  criticifm. 
An  epic  poem  is  by  its  nature  one  of  the 
jnoft  moral  of  all  poetical  Gompofitions:  Hard- 
ly is  there  any  tale,  any  fubjed  a  poet  .can 
choofe  for  fuch  a  work,  but  will  afford  fomc 
general  moral  inllruclion.  But  its  moral  ten- 
dency is  by  no  means  to  be  limited  to  fome 
common-place  maxim,  which  may  be  gather- 
ed from  the  flory  :  It  arifes  from  the  admi- 
ration of  heroic  actions,  which  fuch  a  com- 
pofition  is  calculated  to  produce;  from  the 

•Vol.  I.  c  virtuous 


[       XYlli,      ] 

virtuous  emotions  which,  the  characters  and 
incidents  raife,  whilil  we  read  it ;  from  the 
happy. impreflion  which  all  the  parts  feparate- 
ly,  as  well  as  the  whole  taken  together,  leave 
upon  the  mind.  Now,  if  it  be  aiked,.what  1$ 
the  general  moral  of  Fingal  ?  ,it.obvioufly 
furnifhes  one  not  inferior  to -that  of  any  o- 
ther  poet,  viz.  That  wifdom  and  bravery  al' 
ways  triumph  over  brutal  force;  or  another^, 
nobler  flill,  1  hat  the  mod  compleat  vidory 
over  an  enemy  is  obtained  by  that  modera- 
tion and  generofity  -which  convert  him  into  a 
friend.  The  unity  of  a£lion  which,  among 
critics,  is  the  chief  and  mofl  material  rule, 
is  fo  flridly  preferved  in  Fij^gal,  that  it 
mull  be  perceived  by  every  reader.  It  is  a 
more  compleat  unity  than  what  arifes  from  re- 
iating  the  a£lions  of  one  man  ;  -it  is  the  uni- 
ty 
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ty  of  one  enterprize,  the  deliverance  of  Ire- 
land from  the  invafion   of  S  war  an  ;    an  en- 
terprife  which  has  furely  the  full  heroic  dig- 
nity.    All  the  incidents  recorded  bear  a  con- 
(lant  reference  to  one  end  ;  no  double  plot  is 
carried  on  ;  but  the  parts  unite  into  a  regular 
whole  :  And  as  the  action  is  one  and  great  jfo 
it  is  an  entire  or  compleat  aclion.      Not  only 
is  unity  offubject  maintained  in  Fingal-,  but 
that  of  time  and  place  alfo.     The  Autumn  is 
clearly  pointed  out,  as- the  feafon  of  the  ac- 
tion ;   and  from  beginning  to  end,   the  fcenc 
is  never  fliifted  from  the  heath  of  Lena,  along 
the  fea-lliore.     Throughout  the  whole  of  Fin- 
OAL  there  reigns  that  grandeur  of  fentiment, 
flyle,  and  imagery,   vv^hich  ought  ever  to  di- 
ftinguifh  this  highfpecies  of  poetry.     O  s  s  ian 
invokes  no  Mufe,  for  he  acknowledged  none  ; 

C     2  but 
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but  his  occalional  addrelTes  IoMalvina  have 
a  finer  effed  than  the  Invocation  of  any  Mufe, 
He  fet*  out  with  no  formal  propofition  of  his 
fubjed  ;  but  the  fubjed  naturally  and  eaiily 
unfolds  itfelf.  Homer's  art  in  magnifying 
the  character  of  Achilles  has  been  univer- 
fally  admired.  Ossian  certainly  fhews  no 
lefs  art  in  aggrandizing  Fin  gal.  Nothing 
could  be  more  happily  imagined  for  this  pur- 
pofe,  than  the  whole  management  of  the  iaft 
battle,  wherein  GAULthefon.of Morni  had 
befought  FixGAL  to  retire,  and  to  leave  to 
him  and  his  other  Chiefs  the  honour  of  the 
day.  The  generofity  of  the  king  in  agree* 
ing  to  this  propofal,  the  majefty  with  which 
he  retreats  to  the  hill,  from  whence  he  was 
to  behold  the  engagement,  attended  by  his 
bards,    and    waving    the    lightning   of    his 

fvvord  ^ 


fword ;  his  perceiving  the  Chiefs  overpower- 
ed by  numbers ;  but,  from  unv/ilhngnels  to 
deprive  them  of  the  glory  of  vidory  by  co- 
ming in^erfon  to  their  aililtance,  finl  fend- 
ing Ullin  the  bard  to  animate  their  cou- 
rage ;  a«id  at  lafl,  when  the  danger  becomes 
more  preffing,  his  rifmg  in  his  might,  and  in- 
terpofmg  hke  a  divinity  to  decide  the  doubt- 
ful fate  of  the  day  ;  are  all  circumltanccs 
contrived  with  fo  much  art,  as  plainly  difco- 
ver  the  Celtic  bards  to  have  been  not  unprac- 
tifed  in  heroic  poetry. 

The  llory  which  is  the  foundation  of  Fin- 
GAL  is  in  itfelf  fimple.  Swaran  comes  to 
invade  Ireland.  Cuchullin,  the  guar- 
dian of  the  young  king,  had  applied  for  af- 
fiflance  to  Fingal,  who  reigned  in  the  op- 

pofitc 
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pofite  coafl  of  Scotland.     But  before  F'l^'-- 
gal's  arrival,  he  is  hurried  by  rafh  counftl 
to  eiftounter  S\VARA>T..    He  is  defeated  ;  he 
retreats,  and   dtfpcnds*     Fix  gal  arrives  in 
this  conjundure.      The   battle   is   for  fome 
time  dubious,  but  in  the   end  he  conquers 
Swaran  ;  and  the   remembrance  of  Swa- 
ran's  being   the- brother  of  AgandegcA) 
who  had  once  iiived  his  life,  makes  him  dif- 
mifs  him  honourably.     Home  r,  it  is  true,  ha^ 
filled  up  his  flory  with  a  much  greater  variety  of 
particulars  than  O  s  s  i  an,  and  in  this  hasihcwn 
a  compafs  of  invention  fuperior  to  that  of  the 
other  poet :  But  it  cannot  be  denied,  that  tho' 
Homer  be  more  circumflantial,  his  incidents  i 
are  lefs  diverfified  in  kind  than  thofe  of  Os- 
siAN.     War  and. bloodfhed  reign  through- 
out tlie  Iliad  j   and  notwithftanding  all  the 

fertilit) 
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fertility  of  Homer's  invention,  there  is  fo 
much  uniformity  in  his  fubjecls,  that  there 
are  few  .readers,  who,  before  the  clofe,  arc 
not  tired  of  perpetual  fighting  :  Whereas,  in 
OssiAN,  the  mind  is.rehevcd  by  a  more  a- 
greeable  diverfity.  There  is  a  finer  mixture 
of  war  and  heroifm,  with  love  and  friendfliip, 
of  martial  with  tender  fcenes,  than  perhaps 
is  to  be  met  with  in  any  other  poet.  The 
epifodes  too  have  great  propriety,  as  natural 
and  proper  to  that  age  and  country,  confiding 
of  the  fongs  of  bards,  which  are  known  to 
have  been  the  great  entertainment  of  the 
Celtic  heroes  in  war,  as  well  as  in  peace. 
Thefe  fongs  are  net  introduced  at  random,  if 
you  except  the. epifode  oi Duchcmar  and Morna^ 
in  the  firft  book,  which,  though  beautiful,  is. 
(Umore  unartful  than  any  of  the  refl :  They  al- 
ways 


ways  have  fome  particular  relation  to  the  ac- 
tor who  is  interefted,  or  to  the  events  which 
are  going  on  ;  and  whilft  they  vary  the  fcene, 
they  preferve  a  fafticient  connection  with  the 
main  fubject,  by  the  fitnefs  and  propriety  of 
their  introdudion. 

As  FiNGAL*s  love  to  Agandecca  influ- 
ences fome  circumflances  of  the  poem,  parti- 
cularly the  honourable  difmiliion  of  Swaran 
at  the  end,  it  was  neceifary  that  wc  fhould  be 
let  into  this  part  of  the  Hero's  llory.  But  as 
it  lay  without  the  compafs  of  the  prefent  ac- 
tion, it  could  only  be  regularly  introduced 
in  an  epifode.  The  conclufion  of  the  poem 
is  flrld:ly  according  to  rule,  and  is  every  w^ay 
noble  and  pleafmg.  The  reconciliat'on  of 
the    contending  heroes,    the   confolation  of 

Cue  HULL  IN,, 
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CucHLLLiy,  Lind  the  general  felicity  that 
crowns  the  action,  foothe  the  mind  in  a  very- 
agreeable  manner,  and  form  that  parage, 
from  agitation  and  trouble^  to  perfect  quiet 
and  repofe,  which  by  the  critics  is  required 
as  the  proper  termination  of  the  epic  work. 
So  much  for  the  unity  and  general  condudt  of 
the  action  in  Fingal.  Homer  is  known  to 
have  founded  his  Iliad  on  hiftorical  fads  con- 
cerning the  war  of  Troy,  which  was  famous 
throughout  all  Greece.  It  is  the  bufmefs  of  a 
poet,  according  to  Aristotle,  no;  to  be  a 
meer  annalifl  of  facts,  bui:  to  embeilirn  truth 
with  beautiful,  probable,  and  ufeful  fictions  ; 
to  copy  nature  like  painters,  who  preferve  a 
likenefs,  but  exhibit  their  objects  more  grand 
and  beautiful  than  they  are  in  reali':y.  That 
OssiAN  has  followed  this  courfe,  and  build- 
Vox.  L  d  ing 
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iiig  upon  true  hiiloryjhas  fufficiendy  adorned 
it  with  poetical  ficlion  for  aggrandizing  his 
charaders  and  fads,  will  not,  I  believe, 
be  queftioned  by  mod  readers.  At  the  fame 
time,  the  foundation  which  thofe  fads  and 
charaders  had  in  truth,  and  the  fhare  which 
the  poet  himfelf  had  in  the  tranfadions  which 
he  records,  mud  be  confidered  as  no  fmall 
advantage  to  his  work.  For  truth  makes  an 
imprelTion  on  the  mind  far  beyond  any  fic- 
tion ;  and  no  man,  let  his  imagination  be  e- 
ver  fo  ilrong,  relates  any  events  fo  feelingly 
as  thofe  in  which  he  has  been  intereiled, 
paints  any  fcene  fo  naturally  as  one  w^hich  he 
has  feen,  or  draws  any  charaders  in  fuch 
ftrong  colours  as  thofe  which  he  has  perfon- 
ally  known. —The  natural  reprefentation  of 
human  charaders  in  an  epic  poem,  is  highly 

eifentlai 
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eficntlal  to  its  merit.  Though  Ossian  be 
much  inferior  in  this  refpecl  to  Homer,  he 
will  be  found  to  be  equal,  if  not  fuperior  to 
Virgil,  and  has  indeed  given  all  the  difplay 
of  human  nature  wliich  the  fmiple  occurren- 
ces of  his  times  could  b^  expeded  to  furnifli. 
No  dead  uniformity  of  charafter  prevails  in 
FiNGAL  ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  the  principal 
characters  are  not  only  clearly  diflinguiihed, 
but  fometimes  artfully  contrafted,  fo  as  to 
illuftrate  each  other.  Ossian's  heroes,  like 
Homer's,  are  all  brave  \  but  their  bravery, 
like  Homer's  too,  is  of  different  kinds.  For 
inftance ;  the  prudent,  the  fcdate,  the  modeft  . 
and  circumfpect  Conmal,  is  finely  oppofed 
to  the  prefumptuous,  rafli,  overbearing,  but 
gallant  and  generous  Calmar.  Calmar 
hiirrics  Cue  hull  in  into  atlion  by  his  teme- 
d  2  rity; 
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rity ;  and  when  he  fees  the  bad  efTeft  of  his 
counfels,  he  will  not  furvive  the  difgrace. 
CoNNAL,  like  another  Ulysses,  attends 
CucHuLLiN  to  his  retreat,  counfels  and 
comforts  him  under  his  misfortune.  The 
fierce,  the  proud,  and  high-fpiriced  Swaran, 
is  admirably  contraded  with  the  calm,  the 
moderate,  and  generous  Fungal.  The  cha- 
va£ler  of  Oscar  is  always  a  favourite  one.l 
I'he  amiable  warmth  of  the  young  warrior, J 
Ills  eager  impetuofity  in  the  day  of  a£"tion,l 
his  pailion  for  fame,  his  fubmiiTion  to  his  fa- 
ther, his  tendernefs  for  Malvina,  are  the 
ilrokes  of  a  mailerly  pencil ;  the  (Irokes  are 
few,  but  it  is  the  hand  of  Nature,  and  attracts 
the  heart.  Ossian's  own  character,  the  old 
man,  the  hero,  and  the  bard,  all  in  one, 
prefents  to  us  a  mod  refpedable  and  venera- 
ble 
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ble  figure,  which  we  always  contemplate  with 
pleafure.  C  u  c  h  u  ll  i  n  is  a  hero  of  the  high- 
cil  clafs,  daring,  magnanimous,  and  exqui- 
fitely  fenfible  to  honour.  We  become  at- 
tached to  his  mterefl,  and  are  deeply  tc  iched 
with  his  diitrefs  ;  and  after  the  admiration 
raifed  for  him  in  the  firff  part  of  the  poem, 
it  is  a  proof  of  Ossian's  malterhy  genius, 
that  he  durft  adventure  to  produce  to  us  ano- 
ther hero,  compared  with  whom,  even  the 
great  Cuchullix  fliould  be  only  an  inferior 
perfonage,  and  who  fnould  rife  as  hs  above 
him  as  Cuchullin  rifes  above  the  reil. 

"  Here  indeed,  in  the  character  and  defcrip- 
tion  of  Fin  GAL,  Os  si  an  triumphs  ahnofl 
unrivalled  ;  for  we  may  boldly  defy  all  an- 
tiquity to  ihew  us  any  hero  equal  to  Fingal. 

Throughout 
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Throughout  the  whole  of  Ossian's  works, 
he  is  prefented  to  us  in  all  that  variety  of 
lights  which  give  the  full  dif^Tlay  of  a  charac- 
ter. In  him  concur  almod  all  the  qualities 
that  can  ennoble  human  nature  ;  that  can  ei- 
ther make  us  admire  the  hero,  or  love  the 
man.  He  is  not  only  unconquerable  in  war, 
but  he  makes  his  people  happy,  by  his  wifdom 
in  the  days  of  peace.  He  is  truly  the  father 
of  his  people.  He  is  known  by  the  epithet- 
of  "  FiNGALofthe  miideft  look,"  and  di-: 
flinguifhed  on  every  occalion  by  humanity 
and  generofuy.  He  is  merciful  to  his  foes,- 
full  of  affedion  to  his  children,  full  of  concern 
about  his  friends,  and  never  mentions  A- 
GANDEccA,  his  firfl  love,  without  the  utmofl 
tendernefs.  He  is  the  univerfal  protedlor  of 
the    diftrefled  :    None   ever  went  fad  from 

FiNGAL. 
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FiNGAL.— ''  O  Oscar!  bend  the  ftrong 
"  in  arms,  but  fpare  the  feeble  hand.  Be 
"  thou  a  fcream  of  many  tides  againft  the  foes 
"  of  thy  people  ;  but  hke  the  gale  that  moves 
**  the  grafs,  to  thofe  who  ask  thine  aid: 
"  So  Trenmore  hved  ;  fuch  Tra- 
"  THAL  was  ;  and  fuch  has  Fingal 
"  been.  My  arm  v;as  the  fupport  of  the  in- 
"  jured  ;  the  weak  refled  behind  the  hght- 
"  ning  of  my  fleel.*'— Thefe  were  the  maxims 
of  true  heroifm,  to  which  he  formed  his 
grandfon.  His  fame  is  reprefented  as  every 
where  fpread  ;  the  greateft  heroes  acknow- 
ledge his  fuperiority  ;  his  enemies  tremble  at 
his  name;  and.  the  highcft  encomium  that 
can  be  beftowed  on  one  whom  the  poet 
would  moit  exalt,  is  to  fay,  That  his  foul 
'was  like  the  foul  of  Fin  gal. 

''  To 
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"  To  do  iuillce  to  the  merit  of  Ossian  in 
fupporting  mcli  a  charafter  as  this,  I  mufl 
obferve,  what  is  not  commonly  attended  to. 
That  there  is  no  part  of  poetical  execution 
more  difficult  than  to  draw  a  perfcd;  charac- 
ter in  fuch  a  manner  as  to  render  it  diflincl 
and  affeding  to  the  mind.  Some  ilrokes  of 
human  im.perfeclion  and  frailty,  are  what 
ufually  give  us  the  molt  clear  view,  and  the 
niofl  fenfible  impreiTion  of  a  charader,  be- 
caufe  they  prefent  to  us  a  man  fuch  as  we 
have  feen ;  they  recal  known  features  of  hu- 
man nature.  When  poets  go  beyond  this 
range,  and  attempt  to  defcribe  a  faultlefs  he- 
ro, they,  for  the  mod  part,  fet  before  us  a 
fort  of  vague  undiHinguifnable  character,  fuch 
as  the  imagination  cannot  lay  hold  of  or  re- 
ahze  to  itfelf  as  the  objed  of  affedion.     We 

know 
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know  how  much  Virgil  has  failed  In  this 
particular.  His  perfedt  hero,  IEheas,  is  an 
unanimated,  inlipid  perfonage,  whom  we  may 
pretend  to  admire,  but  wliom  no  one  can 
heartily  love.  But  what  Virgil  has  failed 
m,  OssiAN,  to  our  ailonilhment,  has  fuc- 
cefsfully  executed.  His  Fingal,  though  ex- 
hibited without  any  of  the  common  human 
failings,  is  neverthelefs  a  real  man  ;  a  cha- 
rader  which  touches  and  interefts  every  read- 
er. To  this  it  has  much  contributed,  that 
the  poet  has  reprefented  liim  as  an  old  man, 
and  by  this  has  gained  the  advantage  of 
throwing  around  him  a  great  many  circum- 
ftances  pecuhar  to  that  age,  which  paint  him 
to  the  fancy  in  a  more  diflind  light.  He  is 
fiirrounded  with  his  family  :  He  inftrucls  his 
children  in  the  principle-s  of  virtue :  He  is 
Vol.  I,.  a  narrative. 
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narrative  of  his  paft  exploits  :  He  is  venera- 
ble with  the  gray  locks  of  age  :  He  is  fre- 
quently difpofed  to  moralize,  like  an  old  man^, 
on  human  vanity,  and  the  profpedt  of  death. 
There  is  more  art,  at  leall  more  fehcity  in 
this,  than  may  at  firll  be  imagined.  Youth 
and  old  age  are  the  two  flates  of  human  hfe 
capable  of  being  placed  in  the  mofl  piclurefque 
lights.  Middle  age  is  more  general  and 
vague,  and  has  fewer  circumflanccs  peculiar 
to  the  idea  of  it ;  and  when  any  objeft  is 
in  a  fituation  tliat  admits  it  to  be  rendered 
particular,  and  to  be  clothed  with  a  variety 
of  circumftances,  it  always  Hands  out  more 
clear  and  full  in  poetical  dcfcription. 

.  «'  Divine  or  fupcrnatural  agents  are  often  in- 
troduced into  epic  poetry,  forming  what  is 

called 
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called  the  machinery  of  it,  which,  according 
to  the  critics,  is  an  eflential  part*  For  the 
l)ulk  of  readers,  the  marvellous  has  always  a 
mighty  charm.  It  gratifies  the  imagination, 
and  affords  room  for  ftriking  and  fublime  de- 
fcription.  No  wonder  therefore  that  all 
poets  have  a  flrong  propenfity  towards  it. 
But  to  adjufl  the  marvellous  with  the  pro- 
bable is  extremely  difficult.  All  machinery 
muft  be  faulty,  which  removes  the  probable 
from  our  view,  or  obfcures  it  under  a  cloud 
-of  incredible  fidions.  Neither  is  any  poet 
at  liberty  to  invent  what  fyflem  of  the  mar- 
vellous he  pleafes.  He  mud  avail  himfelf 
either  of  the  religious  faith,  or  the  fuperfli- 
tious  credulity  of  the  country  w^herein  he 
lives,  fo  as  to  give  an  air  of  probability  to 
^v^nts  which  are  mod  contrary  to  the  com- 
c  2  .mtOJS 
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iiion  courfe  of  nature.  Ossian  in  thele 
refpe^ts  appears  to  have  been  remarkably- 
happy.  He  has  indeed  followed  the  fame 
courfe  with  Homer,  who  found  the  tradition- 
ary flories  on  which  he  built  his  Ihad,  ming- 
led with  popular  legends  concerning  the  in- 
tervention of  the  gods ;  and  he  adopted  thefe., 
becaufe  they  amufed  the  fancy.  Ossian,  in 
like  manner,  found  the  tales  of  his  country 
full  of  ghoils  and  fpirits  :  It  is  likely  he  be- 
lieved them  himfelf,  and  he  introduced  them 
becaufe  they  gave  his  poems  that  folemn  and 
marvellous  cafh  which  fuited  his  genius. 
This  w^as  the  only  machinery  which  he  could 
employ  with  propriety,  becaufe  it  agreed 
with  the  common  belief  of  the  country.  It 
was  happy  becaufe  it  did  not  interfere  in  the 
leafl  with  the  proper  difplay  of  human  charac- 
ters 
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ters  and  adllons  ;  and  becaufe  it  ferved  to  di- 
vcrfiiy  the  fcene,  and  to  heighten  the  fubje£t 
by  an  awful  grandeur,  which  is  the  great  de- 
fign  of  machinery.  Ossian's,  for  the  mod 
part,  turns  on  the  appearances  of  departed 
ipirits.  Thefe  are  reprefented,  not  as  purely 
immaterial,  but  as  thin  airy  forms,  which 
can  be  vifible  ar  invifible  at  pleafure :  their 
voice  is  feeble,  their  arm  is  weak  ;  but  they 
are  endowed  with  a  knowledge  more  than 
human.  Ossian  defcribes  ghofls  with  all 
the  particularity  of  one  who  had  feen  and  con- 
verfed  with  them,  and  whofe  imagination 
■was  full  of  the  impreffion  they  had  left  upon 
it.  He  calls  up  thofe  awful  and  tremendous 
ideas,  which,  in  the  flyle  of  Shakefpeare, 
"  harrow  up  the  foul."— As  Ossian's  fu- 
.pernatural  beings  are  defcribed  witli  a  furpri- 

fmg 
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fmg  force  oF  imagination,  fo  they  are  Intro- 
duced with  propriety.  We  have  only  three 
ghofls  in  FiNGAL  ;  that  of  Crugal,  which 
comes  to  warn  the  hoft  of  impending  deflruc- 
tion,  and  to  advlfe  them  to  fave  themfelves 
by  retreat ;  that  ofEviRALLiN,  the  fpoufe 
of  O SSI  AN,  which  calls  him  to  rife  and  cef- 
cue  their  fon  from  danger  ;  and  that  of  A- 
CfANDEccA,  which,  juft  before  the  lad  en- 
gagement with  SwARAN,  moves  Fingal  to 
pity,  by  mourning  for  the  approaching  de- 
ftrudion  of  her  kinfmen  and  people.  Os- 
siA^j's  mythology  is,  to  fpeak  fo,  the  m)l:ho- 
logy  of  human  nature  :  It  is  founded  on 
what  has  been  the  popular  belief  in  all  ages 
and  countries,  concerning  the  appearances 
of  departed  fpirits.  It  has  dignity  upon  all 
OGcafions.     It  is  indeed  a  dignity  of  the  dark 

-and 
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and  awful  kind ;  but  this  is  proper,  beeaufe 
coincident  with  the  flrain  and  fpirit  of  the 
poetry.  Though  his  machinery  be  always 
folenin,  it  is  not  however  always  dreary  or 
difmal :  It  is  enlivened  as  much  a&  the  fubject 
would  permit^  by  thofe  pleafant  and  beautiful 
appearances  which  he  fometimes  introduces  of 
the  fpirits  of  the  hill.  Thefe  throughout  his 
poems,  are  gentle  fpirits,  defcending  on  fun- 
beams  y  their  forms  white  and.  bright,  fair, 
moving  on  the  plain ;  their  voices  fweet,  and 
their  vifits  to  men  propitious*  The  greateft 
praife  that  can  be  given  to  a  living  woman,  is 
to  fay,  "  She  is  fair  as  the  ghoft  of  the  hill,, 
"  when  it  moves  on  a  fun-beam  at  noon,  over 
"  the  filence  of  Morven."— "  The  hunter 
**  fliall  hear  my  voice  from  his  booth.  He 
^'  fhall  fear,  but  love  my  voice  j  for  fweet 

«  fliall 
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"  fhallmy  voice  be  for  my  friends,  for  plea.. 
**  fant  were  they  to  me." 


"  Befides  ghofls,  or  the  fpirits  of  depart- 
ed men,  we  find  in  Ossian  fome  inliances 
of  another  kind  of  machinery.  Spirits  of  a 
fuperior  nature  to  ghoft's  are  fometimes  allu- 
ded to,  w^hich  have  power  to  embroil  the 
deep ;  to  call  forth  wind,  and  llorms,  and 
pour  them  on  the  land  of  the  llranger  ;  to  o- 
verturn  forcfts,  and  to  fend  death  among  the 
people.  The  engagement  of  Fingal  with 
the  fpirit  of  LoDA  in  Carric-thura  can- 
not be  mentioned  without  admiration.  I 
forbear  tranfcribing  the  paffage,  as  it  mufl: 
have  drawn  the  attention  of  every  one  who 
has  read  the  works  of  Ossian.  The  un- 
daunted courage  of  Fingal,  oppofed  to   all    1 

the 
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the  terrors  of  the  Scandinavian  god,  the 
appearance  and  the  fpeech  of  that  awful  fpi- 
pk,  the  wound  which  he  receives,  and  the 
Ihriek  which  he  fends  forth,  "  as  rolled  into 
"  himfelf,  he  rofe  upon,  the  wind,'*  are  full 
of  the  mod  amazing  and  terrible  majeily. 
We  know  there  are  poetical  precedents  of 
great  authority,  for  fidions  fully  as  extrava- 
gant :  And  if  Homer  be  forgiven  for  making 
DioMED  attack  and  wound  in  battle  the 
gods  whom  that  chief  hunfelf  worihipped,, 
OssiAN  furely  is  pardonable  for  making  his 
hero  fuperior  to  the  god  of  a  foreign  terri?- 
tory. 

"  After  fo  particular  an  examination  of  Fin* 
GAL,  I  proceed  to  make  fome  obfervations 
on  Ossian's  manner  of  writing,  under  the 

Vol.  I.  f  general 
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general  heads    of    defcriptiony  imagery^,    Sind 
fentment, 

^  *'  A  poet  of  original  genius  is  always  diftiit- 
guifhed  by  his  talent  for  defcription,  and 
makes  us  imagine  that  we  fee  the  objed  be- 
fore our  eyes.  That  OssiAN  poffeffes  this 
defcriptive  power  in  a  high  degree,  we  have 
a  clear  proof  from  the  elFed  which  his  de- 
fcriptions  produce  upon  the  imaginations  of 
thofe  who  read  him  with  any  degree  of  at- 
tention and  tafle.  Few  poets  are  more  in- 
terefling.  We  contra£t  an  intimate  ac- 
quaintance with  his  principal  heroes.  The 
charaQers,  the  manners,  the  face  of  the 
country  becomes  familiar  5  we  even  think  we 
could  draw  the  figure  of  his  ghofls.  In  a 
word  5  whilfl- reading  hiio,  we  are  tranfported 

as 
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as  into  a  new  region,  and  dwell  among  his 
ohje6b  as  if  they  were  all  .reaL 

*'  It  were  ^eafy  to  point  out  feveral  inflancfiS 
of  exquifite  painting  in  our  author.  Tlie 
poem  Carthon  furnifhes  three,  than  which 
nothing  can  be  more  lively  and  natural ;  firft, 
the  defcription  of  the  ruins  of  Balclutha  ; 
then,  how  the  conflagration  of  his  city  affed- 
ed  Carthon,  when  a  child  ;  and  the  aflem- 
bling  of  the  chiefs  round  Fingal,  who  had 
beea  warned  of  fome  impending  danger  by 
the  appearance  of  a  prodigy,  are  defcribed 
with  fo  many  piclurefque  and  affeding  cir- 
cumftances,  that  one  fancies  himfelf  prefent 
to  the  fcenes  defcribed. 

i.  •*'  It  has  been  objected  to  Oss  ian,  that  hie 
f  2  defcriptions 


defcfipfidtis  of  military  a£tions  are  imperfed, 
and  much  lefs  diverfified  by  circumftances 
than  thole  of  Homer.  This  is  in  feme  mea- 
fure  true.  Ossian's  genius  was  of  a  differ- 
ent kind  from  Homer's:  It  led  him  to  hurry 
towards  grand  objeds,  rather  than  to  amufe 
himfelf  with  particulars  of  lefs  Importance. 
He  could  dwell  on  the  death  of  a  favourite 
hero,  but  that  of  a  private  man  feldom  flop- 
ped his  rapid  courfe.  Homer's  genius  was 
more  comprehenfive  than  Ossian's:  It  in- 
cluded a  wider  xircle  of  objects,  and  could 
Work  up  any  incident  into  defcription.  Os- 
sian's was  more  limited;  but  the  region 
within  which  it  chiefly  e:jterted  itfelf  was  the 
highefl  of  all,  the  region  of  the  pathetic  and 
fublime.  We.  miifl:  not  imagine,  however, 
that  Ossiak's  battles  confifl  only  of  general 

indiflin^l 


indiflin"tl  defcription.  Such  beautiful  inci- 
dents are  fometimes  introduced,  and  circum- 
"ftances  fo  much  diverfified,  as  fhow  that  he 
could  have  embelliflied  his  fcenes  with  an  a- 
bundant  variety  of  particulars,  if  his  genius 
had  led  him  to  dwell  upon  them.  One  man 
*'  is  flretched  in  the  duft  of  his  native  land  ; 
*^  he  fell  where  often  he  had  fpread  the  feail, 
^-  and  often  raifed  the  voice  of  the  harp.'* 
The  maid  of  Innistore  is  introduced,  in  a 
moving  apoftrophe,  as  weeping  for  another ; 
and  a  third,  "  as  rolled  in  the  dull  he  lifted 
^«  his  faint  eyes  to  the  king,"  is  remembered 
and  mourned  by  Fingal  as  the  friend  of 
Agandecca.  The  blood  pouring  from  the 
wound  of  one  who  v/as  ilain  at  night,  is  heard 
"  hiffing  on  the  half-extinguiflied  oak." 
Another,  climbing  a  tree  to  efcape  from  his 

foe. 


C     xlvi     ] 

foe,  is  pierced  by  his  fpear  from  behind  ; 
"  llirieking,  panting,  he  fell,  whilft  mofs 
**  and  withered  branches  purfue  hJs  fall, 
"  and  flrew  the  blue  arms  of  Gaul." — Ne- 
ver was  a  finer  pidture  drawn  of  the  ardor  of 
two  youthful  warriors  than  the  following  : 
*'  I  faw  Gaul  in  his  armour,  and  my  foul 
*'  was  mixed  with  his  :  for  the  fire  of  battle 
"  was  in  his  eyes  ;  lie  looked  to  the  foe  with 
*'  joy.  We  fpoke  the  words  of  friendship  in 
*'  fecret,  and  the  lightning  of  our  fwords 
"  poured  together.  We  drew  them  behind 
"  the  wood,  and  tried  the  ftrength  of  our 
"  arm.s  on  the  empty  air."— The  defcrip- 
tions  of  OssiAN  are  always  concife,  which 
adds  much  to  their  beauty  and  force.  When 
FiNGAL,  after  having  conquered  the  haughty 
SwARAN,  propofes  to  difmifs  him  with  ho- 
nour: 
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nour  :  "  Ralfe  to-morrow  thy  white  fails  ta 
"  the  wind,  thou  brother  of  Agandecca!'* 
He  conveys,  by  thus  addrelling  his  enemy,  a 
ftronger  impreflion  of  the  emotions  then  paf- 
£ng  within  his  mind,  than  if  whole  paragraphs 
had  been  fpent  in  deferibing  the  conflict  be- 
tween refentment  againfl  Swaran,  and  the 
tender  remembrance  of  his  ancient  lo've.  Ng^^ 
amplification  is  needed  to  give  us  the  mod 
full  idea  of  a  hardy  veteran,  after  the  few  fol* 
lowing  words  :  "  His  Ihield  is  marked  with 
"  the  ftrokes  of  battle  ;  his  red  eye  defpifes 
"  danger."  When  Oscar,  left  alone,  was 
furrounded  by  foes,  "  he  flood,  growing  in 
"  his  place,  like  the  flood  of  the  narrow 
"  vale."  And  a  whole  croud  of  ideas  con« 
cerning  the  circumftancesaf  domeflic  forrow, 
occafioned  by  a  young  warrior's  firft  going 
\         .  forth 


forth  to  battle,  is  poured  upon  the  mind  by 
thefe  words  :  '*  Calm  a  r  leaned  on  his  fa^ 
*'  ther's  fpear,  that  fpear  which  he  brought 
^'  from  Lara's  hall,  when  the  foul  of  his 
"  mother  was  fad."  —  Ossian's  genius^, 
though  chieiiy  turned  towards  the  fablimc 
and  pathetic,  was  not  confined  to  it :  in  fub- 
je6ls  alfo  of  graG€  and  dehc?xy^  he  difcovers 
the  hand  of  a  mailer.  Take  for  an  example 
the  following  elegant  defcription  of  AGAN- 
i5  e  c  c  a,  wherein  the  tendernefs  of  T.i  b  u  l- 
.Lus  feems  united  with  the  majeily  of  Vir- 
Q  l.L :  "  The  daughter  of  the  fnow  over-  | 
"  heard,  and  left  the  hall  of  her  fecret  figho 
*^  She  came  in  all  her  beauty^  like  the  moon 
.^^  from  the  cloud  of  the  _  ead.  Lovelinefs 
^^  was  around  her  as  light.  Her  fteps  were 
"  like  the  mufic  of  fongs.      She  faw  the 

youth  J, 
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''  youth,  and  loved  him.  He  was  the  flolen 
'^  figh  of  her  fouL  Her  blue  eyes  rolled  on 
'*  hun  in  fecret ;  and  fhe  blefled  the  chief  of 
'^  MoRVEN.''  Several' other  inflances  might 
be  produced  of  the  feelings  of  love  and 
friendfhip,  painted  by  our  author  with  a 
moil  natural  and  happy  dehcacy. 

"  The  joy  of  grief,"  is  one  of  Oss  i  a>j's  re- 

markable  expre'fiions,  feveral  times  repeated. 

It  {lands  in  no  need  of  defence  from  authority;, 

for   it   is   a   natural  and  juft  expreflion,  and 

conveys  a  clear  idea  of  that  gratification  whicb 

a  virtuous  heart  often  feels  in  the  indulgence 

of  a  tender  melancholy,   between  which,  and 

the  deflrucbive  effect  of  overpo^vering  grief, 

OssiAN    makes    a  very   proper   diilindion.. 

"  There  is  joy  in  grief,   when   peace  dwells 

Vol.  L.  g  "  in 
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*^  in  the  breafts  of  the  fad.  But  forrow 
"  waftes  the  moiunful,  O  daughter  of  Tos- 
*'  car!  and  their  days  are  few."— "  To 
<'  give  the  joy  of  grief,"  generally  fignifies 
to  raife  the  ilrain  of  foft  and  grave  mufic, 
and  finely  charafterizes  the  taile  of  Ossian's 
age  and  country.  "  Strike  the  harp  in  my 
"  hail!"  faid  the  great  Fingal,  in  the 
inidil  of  youth  and  victory;  "  Strike  the  harp 
*^  hi  my  hail,  and  let  Fingal  hear  the  fong! 
'^  Pleafant  is  the  joy  of  grief;  it  is  like  the 
*'  ihovv'cr  of  fpring,  v/hcn  it  foftens  the 
^'  branch  of  the  oak,  and  the  young  leaf  lifts 
f*  it?  green  head.  Sing  on^  O  bards  1  To- 
^*  morrow  we  lift  the  faiu" 

"  Of  all  the  ornaments  employed  in  defcrij> 
tlve  poetry,  comparifons   or  firnilies  arc  the 

raoft 
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moft  fplendid,  and  chiefly  form  what  is  called 
the  imagery  of  a  poem.  In  order  to  judge 
of  the  propriety  of  poetical  imagery,  we 
ought  to  be,  in  fome  meafure,  acquainted 
Avith  the  natural  hiflory  of  the  country  where 
the  poem  is  laid. — Ossian  is  very  correcl  in 
this  particular.  His  imagery  is,  without  ex- 
ception, copied  from  that  rude  face  of  nature 
which  he  faw  before  his  eyes.  We  meet  with 
no  Grecian  or  Italian  fcenery ;  but  with  thf: 
mifls,  and  clouds,  and  ftorms  of  a  northern 
mountainous  region. 

"  The  great  objection  made  to  Ossian 's 
imagery  is  its  uniformity,  and  the  too  fre- 
quent repetition  of  the  fame  coinparifons.  In 
a  work  fo  thick-fown  with  fimilles,  one  could 
not  but  -expedl  to  find  images  of  the  fame 
g  2  kind^ 
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kind,  fometimes  fuggefced  to  the  poet  by  re. 
refembling  objeds;  efpecially  to  a  poet  like 
OssiAN,  who  wrote  from  the  immediate  im- 
pulfe  of  poetical  enthufiafm,  and  without- 
much  preparation  of  ftudy  or  labour.  Fertile 
as  Homer's  imagination  is  a'cknowledged  to  ^ 
be,  who  does  not  know  how  often  his  lions, 
and  bulls,  and  flocks  of  fheep,  recur  v/ith 
little  or  no  variation,  nay  fometimes  in  the 
very  fame  words?  The  objcclion  made  to  Os- 
s  I  AN  is,  however,  founded  in  a  great  mea- 
fnre  upon  a  m.iftake.  It  has  been  fuppofed 
by  inattentive  readers,  that  wherever  the  i 
moon,  the  cloud,  or  the  thunder,  returns  in  ' 
a  fimile,  it  is  the  fame  limile,  and  the  fame 
moon,  or  cloud,  or  thunder,  which  they  had 
met  with  a  few  pages  before  j  whereas  very 
often  the  fimilies  are  widely  different.     The 

object 
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obje£t  from  which  they  are  taken  is  indeed 
in  fubftance  the  fame  :  but  the  imag€  is  new; 
for  the  appearance  of  the  obje£i  is  changed: 
It  is  prefented  to  the  fancy  in  another  atti- 
tude, and  clothed  with  new  circumflances, 
to  make  it  fuit  the  different  illuftration 
for  which  it  is  employed.  In  this  lies  Os- 
5Ian's  great  art,  in  fo  happily  varying  the 
form  of  the  few^  natural  appearances  with 
which  he  was  acquainted,  as  to  make  them 
correfpond  to  a  great  many  different  objects. 
Let  us  take,  for  one  inll: ance,  the  moon,  which 
is  frequently  introduced  into  his  comparifons, 
and  let  us  view  how  much  our  poet  has  di- 
verfihed  its  appearance.  The  fhield  of  a 
Vv-arrior  is  like  "  the  darkened  moon  when 
'•  it  m.oves  a  dun  circle  through  the  heavens." 
The  face  cf  a  ghoft,  wan  and  pale,  is  like 

*'  the 
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"  the  beam  of  the  fetting  moon."  And  a 
different  appearance  of  a  ghofl,  thin  and  in- 
diflhid,  is  like  "  the  new  moon  feen  through 
*'  the  gathered  mift,  wjben  the  iky  poui*s 
"  down  its  flaky  fnow,  and  the  world  is  fi- 
"  lent  and  dark;"  or,  in  a  different  form 
Hill,  it  is  "  like  the  watery  beam  of  the  moon, 
*'  when  it  ruflies  from  between  two  clouds, 
*'  and  the  midnight  fliower  is  on  the  field." 
A  very  oppofite  ufe  is  made  of  the  moon,  in 
the  defcription  of  Ag a n  d  e  c  c  a  :  "  She  came 
"  in  all  her  beauty,  like  the  moon  from  the 
"  cloud  of  the  ead."  Hope  fucceeded  by 
difappointment  is,  "  joy  rifmg  on  her  face, 
*'  and  forrow  returning  again  like  a  thin 
"  cloud  on  the  moon."  Butwhen  Sw^aran, 
after  his  defeat,  is  cheered  by  Fingal's  ge- 
nerofity,  <*  his  face  brightened  like  the  full 

'*  moon 
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"  moon  of  heaven,  when  the  clouds  vanifh 
"  away,  and  leave  her  calm  and  broad  in  the 
''  midfl  of  the  Iky."  Venvela  is  "  bright  as 
"  the  moon  when  it  trembles  o*er  the  we- 
"  ftern  wave;"  but  the  foul  of  the  guilty 
Uthal  is  "  dark  as  the  troubled  face  of  the 
"  moon  when  it  foretels  the  florm."  And, 
by  a  very  fanciful  and  uncommon  allufion,  it 
is  faid  of  Cormac,  who  was  to  die  in  his 
early  years,  "  Nor  long  fhalt  thou  lift  the 
*'  fpear,  mildly  fhining  beam  of  youth  1  Death 
"  (lands  dim  behind  thee,  like  the  darken- 
"  ed  half  of  the  moon  behind  its  growing 
"  light." 

*'  Another  inflance  of  the  fam.e  nature  may 
be  taken  from  mift,  which,  as  being  a  very 
familiar  appearance  in   the  country  of  Os- 


8IAN,  he  applies  to  a  variety  of  purpofes, 
and  purfues  through  a  great  many  forms. 
Sometimes,  which  one  would  hardly  expert, 
he  employs  it  to  heighten  the  appearance  of 
a  beautiful  objeft.  'llie  hair  of  Morna  is 
*'  like  the  mill  of  Cromla,  when  it  curls  on 
*'  the  rock,  and  fhines  to  the  beam  of  the 
''  weft.  The  fong  coilies  with  its  mufic  to 
"  melt  and  pleafe  the  ear.  It  is  like  foft 
*'  mill,  that,  riiing  from  a  lake,  pours  on 
*^  the  filent  vale.  The  green  flowers  are  fill- 
"  ed  with  dew.  The  fun  returtis  in  its 
''  ftrength,  and  the  mill  is  gone."  But  for 
the  mofl  part,  mid  is  employed  as  a  fimilitude 
of  fome  difagreeable  or  terrible  objed.  ''  The 
*'  foul  of  Nathos  was  fad,  like  the  fun  in 
**  the  day  of  mift  5  when  his  face  is  watery 
*'  and  dim.     The  darknefs  of  old  age  comes 

''  Ilkcj 
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"  like  the  mid  of  the  defert.  The  face  of  a 
"  ghod  is  pale  as  the  mifl  of  Cromla.  The 
"  gloom  of  battle  is  rolled  along  as  a 
"  mifl  that  is  poured  on  the  valley,  when 
"  ftorms  invade  the  filent  funfhine  of  hea- 
"  ven."  Fame  fuddenly  departing  is  likened 
to  "  mill  that  flies  away  before  the  rudling 
"  wind  of  the  vale."  ,  A  ghod  flowly  vanifliing, 
to  ^*  mid  that  melts  by  degrees  on  the  funny 
^'  hill.'*  Ca iR BAR,  after  his  treacherous  af- 
faiTmation  of  Oscar,  is  compar-ed  to  a  pedi- 
Icntial  fog:  "■  I  love  a  foe  like  Cathmor," 
faysFiNCAL,  "-  his  foul  is  great,  his  arm  is 
"  drong,  his  battles  are  full  of  fame.  But 
S'  the  little  foul  is  like  a  vapour  that  hovers 
'"**  round  the  mardiy  lake :  It  never  rifes  on 
*'  the  green  hill,  led  the  winds  meet  it  there. 
^'  Its  dwelling  is  in  the  cave,  and  it  fends 
Vol.1.  h  *^forth 
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*'  forth  the  dart  of  death/'  This  is  a  fimik 
highly  finifhed.  Another  flill  more  flriking, 
founded  alfo  on  mifl,  may  be.feen  in  the  4th 
book  of  Temora.  Two  factious  chiefs  are 
contending.  Cathmor  the  king  interpofes, 
rebukes,  and  filences  them.  The  Jpoet  in- 
tends to  .give  us  the  highefl  idea  of  Cath- 
mor'3  fuperiority,  which  he  does  etfedually 
by  the  following  happy  image  :  "  They  funk 
^Vfrom  the  king  on.  cither  lide  like  two  co- 
*'  lumns  o£  morning  mid,  when  the  fun  rifes 
*'  between  .them,  -  on -his  glittering  rocks. 
''  Dark  is  their  rolling  on  either. fide;  each 
"  towards  its  reedy  pool."  Thefe  inflances 
may  fufficiently  iliew  -with  what  richnefs  of 
imagination  Ossian's  comparifons  abound^ 
and,  at  the  fame  time,  with  what  propriety  of 
judgment  they  are.  employed.     If  his  field  was 

narrow. 


narrow,  it  mud  be  admitted  to  have  been  as 
well  cultivated  as  its  extent  would  allow. 
— As  it  is  ufual  to  judge  of  poets  from  a  com- 
parifon  of  their  hmilcs  more  than  of  other 
paflTages,  let  us  fee  how  Homer  and  Ossian 
conduced  fome  images  of  the  fame  kind. 
The  great  obje£ts  of  nature  being  common  to 
the  poets  of  all  nations,  and  making  tlie 
ftorehoufe  of  all  imagery,  the  ground-work 
of  their  comparifons  mud  of  courfc  be  fre- 
quently the  fame.  It  is  only  by  .vie wing, Ho- 
ne r  in  the  hmplicity  of  a  profe  tranflation, 
that  we  can  form  any  comparifon  between  the 
two  bards.  The  fliock  of  two  encountering 
armies,  the  noife  and  tumult  of  battle,  alFord 
one  of  the  mod  grand  and  awful  fubjeds  of 
defcription,  on  Y»'hich  all  epic  poets  have  ex- 
crted  their  flrcngth..  Let  us  hrd  hear  Home-r. 
h  2  The. 
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The  following  deicrlption  is  a  favourite  one  ^ 

for  we  find  it  twice  repeated  in  the  fame  words: 

*'  When  now  the  conflicling  hofcs  joined   in 

"  the  field  of  battle,  then  were  mutually  op- 

''  pofed  fliields  and  Rvords,  and  thellrength  of 

"  armed  men.  The  bofiy  bucklers  were  dailied 

*'  againft  each  other.     The  univerllil  tumult 

^'  rofe.     There  were  mingled  the  triumphant 

''  ihouts    and   the  dying  groans  of  the  vic- 

"  tors    and    the    vanquiihed.       The    earth 

^'  ilreamed  with  blood.  As  when  winter  tor- 

^'  rents,   rulhing  from  the  mountains,    pour 

'*  into  a  narrow  valley  their  violent  waters  ;. 

*^  they  iflue  from  a  thoufand   fprings,    and 

'*  mix  in  the  hollowed  channel:    the  diftant 

'*  flVepherd. hears  on  the  mountain  their  roar 

*'  from  afar.     Such  was  the  terror  and   the 

"   Ihout  of  the  engaging  armies."     In  ano- 
h  2  ther 
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ther  paffage,  the  poet,  much  in  the  manner 
of  OssiAN,  heaps  limile  on  fnnile,  to  exprefs 
the  vaftnefs  of  the  idea  with  which  his  ima- 
gination feems  to  labour.  *'  With  a  mighty 
^  fliout  the  hofls  engage  I  Not  fo  loud  roars 
*'  the  waves  of  ocean  when  driven  againfl  the 
*^'  Ihore  by  the  whole  force  of  the  boiflerous 
'*  north  J  not  fo  loud,  in  the  woods  of  the 
*'  mountain,  the  noife  of  the  flame  when  ri- 
* '  fmg  in  its  fury  to  confume  the  forefl ;  not 
"  fo  loud  the  wind  among  the  lofty  oaks, 
'^  when  the  v/rath  of  the  ftorm  rages  ^  as  w?s. 
*'  the  clamour  of  the  Greeks  and  Trojans, 
^'  when,  roaring  terrible,  they  rufhed  againfl- 
'*  each  other/' 

*'  To  thefe  defcriptions  and  fimiles  we  may 
oppofe  the  following  from  Ossian,  and  leave 

the 


the  reader- to  judge  between  tliein.     He  will' 
find  images  of  the  fams  kind  employed  ;  com- 
monly lefs  extended ;  but  thrown  forthwith 
a  glowing  rapidity,    which  charaiElcrizes  our 
poet.     *'  As  autumn's  darkflorms  pour  from. 
''  two  echoing  hills,  towards  each  other  ap- 
*'  proached  the  heroes.    As  two  dark  ftireams 
"from  high  rocks  meet,    and  mix,  and  roar 
'^  on  the  plain;  loud,  rough,    and' dark    in 
"battle,    meet    Lochlin    and    Innisfail. 
"  Chief  mixed  his   flrokes  with   chief,    and 
"  man  with  man.  Steel  clanging,  founded  on 
*'  fteel.      Helmets  are  cleft  on  high.      Blood. 
"  burils  and  fmoivcs  around.    As  the  troubled 
"  noif^  of  the  ocean,  when  roll  the  waves  on 
"  high  ;  as  the  iaft   peal  of  the  thunder  of 
"  heaven ;  fuch  is  the  noife  of  battle.     As  ! 
"  roll    a    ihouland   waves  to    the    rock,    fo  ' 

"   S  WAR  an'.? 
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^*  Swaran's  hod  came  on  ;  as  meets  a  rock 
"  a  thoufand  waves,  fo  Innisfail  met  Swa- 
"  RAN !  Death  raifes  all  his  voices  around, 
"  and  mixes  with  the  found  of  (liields.  The 
"  field  echoes  from  wing  to  wing,  as  a  hun- 
''  dred  hammers  that  rife  by  turns  on  the  red 
*'.fon  of  the  furnace!  As  a  hundred  winds 
"  on  MoRVEN  ;  as  the  dreams,  of  a  hundred 
"  hills  ;  as  clouds  fly  fucceflive  over  heaven; 
''  or  as  the  dark  ocean  aflaults  the  fliore  of 
"  the  defert ;  fo  roaring,  fo  vaft,  fo  terrible, 
''  the  armies  mixed  on  Lena's  echoing 
"  heath."  In  feveral  of  thefe  images  there 
is  a  remarkable  fmiilarity  to  Homer's;  but 
what  follows  is  fuperior  to  any  comparifon 
that  Homer  ufes  on  this  fubje£t :  "The 
'*  groan  of  the  people  fpread  over  the  hills ; 
\idt  was  like  the  thunder  of  night,  when  the 

"  cloud 
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"  cloud  burfls  on  Cona,  and  a  thoufand 
^'  ghofts  fhriek  at  once  on  the  hollow  wind." 
Never  was  an  image  of  more  awful  fublimity 
employed  to  heighten  the  terror  of  the 
battle.  Both  poets  compare  the  appearance 
of  an  army  approaching,  to  the  gathering  of 
dark  clouds.  *'  As  when  a  lliepherd/'  fays 
H0MER5  "  beholds  from  the  rock  a  cloud 
"  borne  along  the  fea  by  the  weftern  wind  ;  i 
"  black  as  pitch  it  appears  from  afar,  failing 
"  over  the  ocean,  and  carrying  the  dreadful 
''  florm :  He  ihrinks  at  the  fight,  and  drives 
"  his  .flock  into  the  cave :  Such  under  the 
"  AjACES  moved  on  the  dark,  the  thickened 
'^  phalanx  of  the  war."—'*  They  came,"  fays 
OssiAN,  ''  over  the  defert  like  flormy  ; 
■"  clouds,  when  the  wind  rolls  them  over  the  i 
^•'  heath ;  their   ed,ges  are   tinged  with  light-  f 

"  ning..;  |; 


*^  ning ;  and  the  echoing  groves  forefee  the 
*'  ftorin."  Homer  compares  the  regular 
appearance  of  an  army,  to  "  clouds  on  the 
"  mountain-top^  in^  the  day  of  cahnnefs, 
"  when  the  flrength  of  the  north  wind 
*'  fleeps."  OssiAN,  with  full  as  much 
propriety,  compares  the  appearance  of  a  dif- 
oi'dered  army,  to  "  the  mountain-cloud,. 
'•  when  the  blaft  hath  entered  its  womb,  and. 
''^  fcatters  the  curling  gloom  on  every  fide." 
OssiAN'sclouds  aiTume  a  great  many  forms  ; 
a-nd,  as  we  might  exped  from  his  climate, 
^re  a  fertile  fource  of  imagery  to  him  :  "  The 
"  warriors  followed  their  chiefs  like  the  ga- 
"  thering  of  the  r-ainy  clouds  behind  the  red 
"•  meteors  of  heaven.'*  An  army  retreating 
without  coming  to  adion,  is  likened  to- 
"  clouds  that,  having  long  threatened  rain,. 
Vol.  L  L  *'  Tetire- 
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*'  retire  fiowly  behind  the  hills."  The  pic- 
ture of  Oi-THONA,  after  fhe  had  determined 
to  die,  is  hvely  and  delicate  :  ''  Her  foul  was 
"  refolved,  and  the  tear  was  dried  from. 
^*  her  wildly-looking  eye.  A  troubled  joy 
*^  vole  on  her  mind,  like  the  red  path  of  the 
''lightning  on  a  ftormy  cloud."— Homer's 
comparifon  of  Achilles,  to  the  dog-flar  is 
very  fubhme:  *'  Priam  beheld  him  ruihing 
*'  along  the  plain,  fhining  in  his  armour,  like 
'^  the  flar  of  autumn ;  bright  arc  its  beams, 
"  diftinguiilied  amidft  the  mukitude  of  (tars. 
'*  in  the  dark  hour  of  night!.  It  rifes  in  its 
*'  fplcndor;  but  its  fpiendor  is  fatal,  beto- 
**  kening  to  mifcrable  men  the  deflroying 
'*  heat.''  The  full  appearance  of  Fingal 
is,  in  hkc  manner,  con-spared  by  Ossian  to 
a  fear  or  meteor  :   *'  IT  n gal,  tall  in  his  ihlp, 

'•  ftretchcd 


^^  llretched  his  bright  lance  before  him. 
"  Terrible  was  the  gleam  of  his  flee! ;  It  was 
*^  like  the  green  meteor  of  death,  fetting  in 
''  the  heath  of  Malmor,  when  the  traveller  is 
"  alone,  and  the  broad  moon  is  darkened  in 
'*  heaven/' — The  hero's  appearance  in  Ho- 
M  E  R  Is  more  magnificent ;  in  O  s  s  i  a  n  ,  more 
terrible.  A  tree  cut  down  or  overthrown  by 
a  florm,  is  a  fimUltude  frequent  among  poets 
for  defcribing  the  fall  of  a  warrior  in  battle. 
Ihe  moil  beautiful  by  far  of  Homer's  com- 
parifons,  founded  on  this  object,  is  that  on 
the  death  of  Eupiiorbus  :  "  As  the  young 
*'•  and  verdant  olive,  which  a  man  hath  rear- 
.:"  ed  with  care  in  a  lonely  field,  where  the 
5*  fprings  of  water  bubble  around  it^  it  is  fair 
^*  and  flourifliing  ;  it  is  fanned  by  the  breath 
^ '  of  all  the  winds,  and  loaded  with  white  blof- 
i  2  *'  foms; 
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^'  foms;  when  the  fudden  blafl:  of  a  whirl- 
'*  wind  defcending,  roots  it  out  from  its  bed, 
*'  and  ftrecches  it  on  the  diift."  To  this,  e- 
legant  as  it  is,  we  may  oppofe  the  following 
fimile  of  Ossian's,  relating  to  the  death  of 
the  three  fons  of  Usnoth:  *'  They  fell  like 
''  three  young  oaks  that  flood  alone  on  the 
*'  hill.  The  traveller  faw  the  lovely  trees,  and 
■"  wondered  how  they  grew  fo. lonely.  The, 
'«  blafl  of  the  defertcame  by  night,  and  laid 
'«  their  green  heads  low.  Next  day  he  re- 
"  turned,  but  they  were  withered,  and  the  | 
*'  heath  w^as  bare." — Malvina's  alluhon  to 
the  fame  objed,  m  her  lamentation  over  Os- 
car, is  exquifitely  tender:  "  I  was  a  lovely 
'*  tree,  in  thy  prefence,  Oscar!  with  all  my 
«*  branches  round  me.  But  thy  death  came, 
*<  like  a  blaft  from  the  defert,  and  laid  my 

green 


[     Isix     ] 

'*'  green  head  low.  The  fprliig  returned  with 
•"  its  ihowers  j  but  no  leaf  of  mine  arofe/'— 
Several  of  Ossian^s  fimiles  taken  from  trees, 
are  remarkably  beautiful,  and  diverfified  with 
well-chofen  circumflances ;  fuch  as  that  upon 
the  death  of  Ryno  and  Orl  a  :  ''  They  have 
**  fallen  like  the  oak  of  the  defert,  when  it 
**  lies  acrofs  a  dream,  and  withers  in  the  wind 
«'  of  the  mountams."'— Or  that  which  Ossiam 
applies  to  himfelf:  "  I,  like  an  ancient  oak  in 
**  MoRVE-N,  moulder  alone  in  my  place;  the 
"  blaft  hath  lopped  my  branches  away,  and 
"  I  tremble  at  the  wings  of  the  north." — As 
Homer  exalts  his  heroes  by  comparing  them 
to  gods,  OssiAN  makes  the  fame  ufe  of  com- 
parifons  taken  from  fpirits  and  ghofts :  *'  S  wa- 
"  RAN  roared  in  battle  like  the  fhrill  fpiritof  a 
'**  ftorm,  that  fits  dim  on  the  clouds  of  Gor- 

«  mai, 


inal,  and  enjoys  the  death  of  the  mariner.*' 
His  people  gathered  round  Erragon,  "  like 
"  dorms  around  the  ghoft  of  night,  when  he 
''  calls  them  from  the  top  of  Morven,  and 
' "  prepares  to  pour  them  on  the  land  of  the 
"  ilranger." — "  They  fell  before  my  fon, 
*'  like  groves  in  the  defert,  v;hen  an  angry 
*'  ghoft  rufhes  through  night,  and  take^ij 
''  their  green  heads  in  his  hand."  In  fucH 
images  Ossian  appears  in  his  ftrength.  Su^ 
pernatural  beings  have  feldom,  if  ever,  beertij 
painted  with  i^o  much  fublimity,  and  fuchi 
force  of  imagination,  as  by  this  poet.  Ho- 
mer, great  as  he  is,  muft  yield  to  him  in 
fimilcs  formed  upon  thefe.  Take,  for  in- 
ilance,  the  following,  which  is  the  moft  re- 
markable of  the  kind  in  the  Iliad  :  '*  Me* 
'*  R ZONES  followed   Idojieneus  to  battle,', 

"  like 
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"  like  Mars,  the  dcllroyer  of  men,  when  he 
**  ruihes  to  war.  Terror,  his  beloved  fon, 
"  ftrong  and  fierce,  attends  him,  who 
•f  fills  with  difmay  the  moft  valiant  hero. 
**  They  come  from  Thrace,  armed  againft 
"  the  Ephyrian5  and  Phlegyans-,  nor  do  they 
'*  regard  the  prayers  of  either,  but  difpofe  of 
"  fuccefs  at  their  will/'  The  idea  here  is  un- 
doubtedly noble  :  but  obferve  what  a  figure 
OssiAN  fets  before  the  alloniflied  imagina- 
tion,  and  with  what  fublimely  terrible  cir- 
CLimflancts  he  lias  heightened  it  :  *'  He 
''  rulhed  in  the  found  of  his  arms,  like  the 
;"  dreadful  fpirit  of  Lod.4,  when  he  comes 
"  in  the  roar  of  a  thoufand  ftorms,  and  fcat- 
'*  ters  battles  from  bis  eyes.  He  fits  on  a 
''  cloud  over  Lochlin's  feas  :  His  mighty 
K  hand  is  on  his  fword  :   The  winds  lift  his 

"  flaminG: 


*'^  flaming  locks.     So  terrible  was  Cue hul- 
"  LIN  in  the  day  of  his. fame." 

"  Homer's  camparifons  relate  chiefly  to 
material  fubjedls,  to  the  appearances  and  mo- 
tions of  armies,  the  engagement  and  death  of 
heroes,  and  the  various  incidents  of  war.  In 
OssiAN  we  find  a  greater  variety  of  othefi 
fubjecls-  illufl:rated  by  flmiles,  particularly  the 
fongs  of  bards,  the  beauty  of  women,  the 
difi'erent  circumilances  of  old  age,  forrow, 
and  private  diilrefs,  Vvhich  give  occafion  to 
much  beautiful  imagery.  Nothing  can  be 
more  delicate  and  moving  than  the  following 
fimile  of  Oi-THON  a's,  in  her  lamentation  over 
the  diflionour  flie  had  fuflered  :  "  Chief  of 
"  Strumon  !  replied  the  flghing  maid,  why 
*^  didfl  thou  com.e  over  the  dark- blue  wave 

'^  to 
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"  to  Nuath's  mournful  daughter  ?   Why  did 
*'  not  I  pafs  away  in  fccret,  like  the  flower 
*'  of  the  rock,  that  lifts  its  fair  head  unfecn, 
"  and  [Irews  its  withered  leaves  on  the  blafl;?'*" 
-The  mufic  of  bards  is  illuflrated  by  a  variety 
of  the  moft  beautiful  appearances  that  are  to 
be  found  in   nature.     Two  fimiles  orv  this 
fubjed  1  fhall  quote,  becaufe  they  would  do 
honour  to  any  of  the  mod  celebrated  claifics. 
The  one  is,  *-  Sit  thou  on  the  heath,  O  bard  ! 
^'  and  let  us  hear  thy  voice-,  it  is  pleafant  as 
*'  the   gale  of  the   fpring  that  fighs  on    the 
'*'  hunter's    ear;     when     he     wakens     from 
^  dreams  of  joy,  and  has  heard  the  niufic  of 
**  the  fpirits  of  the   hill." — The  other  con- 
tains a   fiiort,  but  exquificely  tender  image, 
rrrccompanied  with  the  fined  poetical  painting  r 
j-*  1  he  muHc  of  CarpvIL  was  like  the  memo- 
Yo!..  L  k.  "  TV 
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*'  ry   of  joys    that    are   pail,    pleafant   arid 
*'  mournful  to  the  foul.     The  ghofts  of  de- 
*'  parted    bards    heard    it   from   Slimora's 
*'  fide,      ^oh  founds  fpread  along  the  wood,  ' 
"  and  the  filent  valleys  of  night  rejoice.  " 

"  Befides  formpd  com  pari  fons,  the  poetry  of 
OssiAN  is  embeliifhed  with  many  beautiful 
metaphors,  fuch  as  that  line  one  applied  to 
Deugala  :  "  She  was  covered  with  beauty^- 
''  as  with  light,  but  her  heart  was  the  houfe^ 
"  of  pride."  This  mode  of  expreffion  is  a 
great  enlivener  of  ftyle.  It  denotes  that  glow 
and  rapidity  of  fancy,  which,  without  paufing 
to  form  a  regular  fimile,  paints  the  obje^l  at 
one  fcroke  :  '^  Thou  art  to  me  the  beam 
*■'  of  the  eail  ridng  in  a  land  unknown." — 
'■■  Jn  peace,    thoj.!   art  the  gale  of  fpring  •,  irv 

*^  war. 
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*'  war,  the  mountain  dorm." — "  Pleafant^be 
"  thy  reil,  O  lovely  beam  !  foon  haft  thcii 
"  fet  on  onr  hills  I  The  fteps  of  thy  depar- 
"  ture  were  ftately,  like  the  moon  on  the 
"  blue-trembling  wave.  But  thou  haft  left 
**'  us  in  darknefs,  firft  of  the  maids  of  Lu- 
'*  THA  !  Soon  haft  thou  kt,  Malvina  !  but 
'*  thou  rifeft  like  the  beam  of  the  eaft,  a- 
*'  mong  the  fpirits  of  thy  friends,  where 
"  they  fit  in  their  ftormy  halls,  the  chambers 
"  of  the  thunder."  This  is  corre^:,  and  fine- 
ly fupported. — Ossian's  hyperboles  do  not 
appear  either  lb  frequent  or  lb  rafli  as  might 
at  firft  have  been  looked  .  for.  One  of  the 
nioft  exaggerated  defcriptions  in  the  whole 
work,  is  what  meets  us  at  the    beginning  of 

fFiNGAL,  where  the  fcout   makes   his  report 
CoCucHULLm    of  the   landing  of  the  foe. 
-, '    •  k  2  But 
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But  this  is  fo  far  from  deferving  cenfure,  that 
it  merits  praife,  as  being  on  that  occafion 
natural  and  proper.  It  is  weil  known  that 
no  pafllon  difpofes  men  to  hyperbolize  more 
than  terror.  Moran,  the  fcout,  arrives, 
trembling  and  full  of  fears,  and  his  report  is 
not  unlike  that  which  the  affrighted  Jewifli 
fpies  made  to  their  leader  of  the  land  of 
Canaan. — In  the  ferious  and  pathetic  fcencs 
of  Os  SI  AN,  allegorical  charaders  would  have 
been  as  much  out  of  place  as  in  tragedy, 
ferving  only  unfeafonably  to  amufe  the  fancy, 
whilft  they  flopped  the  current  and  weakened 
the  force  of  palTion. 

"  With  ap oft rophes,  or  addrefTes  to  per- 
fons  abfent  or  dead,  which  have  been,  in  all 
ages,  the  language   of  pafTion,  our  poets  aw 

bounds-j 
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bounds ;  and  tliey  are  among  his  hlghefl 
beauties.  Witnefs  the  apoflrophe  in  the  firfl 
book  of  FiNGAL,  to  the  maidof  Inn  i  store, 
whofe  lover  had  fallen  in  battle ;  and  that  of 
Cue  HULL  IN  to  Brag  EL  A,  at  the  conclufion 
of  the  fame  book.  He  commands  the  harp 
to  be  ftruck  in  her  praife  ;  and  the  mention 
ofBRAGELA's  name  immediately  fuggefts  a 
croud  of  tender  ideas :  ''  Do'd  thou  raife  thy 
^'  fair  face  from  tlic  rocks/'  he  exclaims, 
*'  to  find  the  fails  of  Cuckullin?  The  fea 
^'  is  rolling  far  diftant,  and  its  white  foam 
^'  fliall  deceive  thee  for  my  fails."  And  now, 
his  imagination  being  wrought  up  to  conceive 
her  as,  at  that  moment,  in  this  fituation,  he 
becomes  afraid  of  the  harm  fhe  may  receive 
from  the  inclem.ency  of  the  night ;  and,  with 
an  cnthuliafm,  happy  and  affe(^ing,  though 

beyond 
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beyond  the  cautious  ftrain  of  modern  poetry, 
''  Retire/'  he  proceeds,  •'  retire;  for. it  is 
*'  night,  my  love  !  and  the  dark  winds  figh  in 
"  thy  hair.  Retire  to  the  hall  of  my  feafts, 
"  and  think  of  the  times  that  are  pafl ;  for  I 
"  will  not  return  till  the  ftorm  of  war  has 
*'  ceafed.  O  Connal!  fpeak  of  war  and 
''  arms,  and  fend  her  from  my  mind  ;  for  i 
*'  lovely  with  her  raven  hair  Is  the  white- 1 
''  bofomed  daughter  of  Sorglan!"  This  t 
breathes  all  the  native  fpirit  of  paluon  and 
tendernefs.  The  apoftrophe  to  the  winds, 
in  the  opening  of  Darthula,  is  in  the  high- 
ell  fpirit  of  poetry  ;  and  is  remarkable  for  the 
refemblance  it  bears  to  an  expoftulation  with 
the  wood-nymphs,  on  their  abfence  at  a  cri- 
tical time ;  which,  as  a  favourite  poetical 
idea,  Virgil  has  copied  from  Theocritus; 

and 
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and  Milton  has  very  happily  imitated  from 
both-. 

'^  Having  now  treated  fully  of  Oss tan's 
talents  with  refped  to  defcrlption  and  image- 
ry, it  only  remains  to  make  fome  [obferva- 
tions  on  his  fentlments.  No  fentiments  can 
be  beautiful  without  being  proper ;  that  is, 
fuited  to  the  charader  and  fituatlon  of  thofe 
who  utter  them.  Oss i  an  is,  in  this  refped, 
as  correct  as  mod  writers.  His  characters  are, 
in  general,  well  fupported ;  they  fpeak  and 
acl  with  a  propriety  of  fentlment  and  beha- 
viour which  it  is  furprlfmg  to  find  in  fo  rude 
an  age.  Let  the  poem  of  Dart  hula 
throughout  be  taken  for  an  example.  But, 
it  is  not  enough  that  the  fentiments  be  na- 
tural and  proper.     In  order  to  acquire  a  high 

'  degree 

t 
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degree  of  poetical  merit,  they  mull:  alfo  be  fii- 
blime  and  pathetic.  That  this  character  of 
genius  belongs  to  Ossian,  may,  I  think, 
fufficiently  appear  from  many  of  the  palTages 
I  have  already  had  occafion  to  quote.  To  J, 
produce  more  inflances  were  fuperfiuous.  All 
the  circumftances,  indeed,  of  Oss tan's  com- 
pofition  are  favourable  to  the  fublime  ;  morcj, 
perhaps,  than  to  any  other  fpecies  of  beauty.- 
Amidfl  the  rude  fcenes  of  nature,  amldft 
rocks,  and  torrents,  and  battles,  dwells  the 
fubUme.  It  is  the  thunder  and  the  lighining 
of  genius.  Ic  is  the  oiispriug  of  Nature,  not 
of  Art.  It  is  negligent  of  all  the  leller  graces, 
and  perfectly  conhilent  with  a  certain  noble 
diforder.  It  alTociates  naturally  witli  that  grave 
and  folemn  fpirit  which  diflinguiflies  our  au- 
thor.    For  the  fublime  is  an  awful  and  feri-- 

ous- 
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0U9  emotion  ;  and  is  heightened  by  all  the  i- 
mages  of  trouble,  and  terror,  and  dark- 
nefs, 

■  **-  Simplicity  and  concifenefs  are  never-fail» 
ing  charaderillics  of  the  ftyle  of  a  fublime 
>yriter.  Ke  refts  on  the  majeily  of  his  fenti- 
!  ments,  not  on  the  pomp  of  his  expreflions. 
The  mind  rifes  and  fwells,  when  a  lofty  de- 
fcription  or  fentiment  is  prefented  to  it  in  its 
native  form ;  and  the  main  fecret  of  the  fu- 
blime is,  to  fay  great  things  in  few  and  in 
plain  words ;  for  every  fuperfluous  decora- 
tion degrades  a  fublime  idea.  Hence  the 
concifc  and  hmple  ftyle  of  Ossian  gives 
great  advantage  to  his  fublime  concep- 
tions, and  aflifls  them  in  feizing  the  ima- 
gination with  full  power.  Sublimity,  as 
Vol.  I.  1  belonging 
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belonging     to    fentimcnt,    coincides^    in     a 
great    meafure,     with    magnanimity,    hero- 
ifm,     and   generofity  of  fentiment.     What- 
ever  difcovers  human    natm-e    in   its  great- 
efi  elevation  j    whatever  befpeaks  a  high  ef- 
fort of  foul,  or  fhews  a  mind  fuperior  to  plea- 
fures,  to  dangers,  and  to  death;  forms,  what 
may  be  called  the  moral  or  fsntimentai  fublime. 
¥or  this  OssiAN    is   eminently  diilinguillied^ 
No  poet  maintains  a  liigher  tone  of  virtuous, 
and  noble  fentiment  throughout  all  his  works.' 
Particularly,  in  all  the  fentimentsof  Fingal^^ 
there    is  a  grandeur  and  loftinefs  proper  ta 
1  well  the  mind  with  the  highefl  ideas  of  hu- 
man perfedion.  Wherever  he  appears,  we  be- 
hold the  hero.    The  objecls  he  purfues  are  al- 
ways great ;  to  bend  the  proud  ;  to  protect  the  - 
injured  ;  to  defend  his  friends  3   to  overcome  \ 

his 
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liis  enemies  by  generofity  more  than  by  force. 
A  portion  of  thte  fame  fpirit  actuates  all  the  o- 
ther  heroes.  Valour  reigns ;  but  it  is  a  generous 
valour,  void  of  cruelty,  animated  by  honour, 
not  by  hatred .  We  behold  no  debalmg  paflions 
among  FiNGAL's  warriors,  no  fpirit  of  avarice, 
x}T  of  infult ;  but  a  perpetual  contention  for 
fame^  a  defire  of  being  diflinguifhed  and  re- 
membered for  gallant  a£lions ;  a  love  of  ju- 
flice,  and  a  zealous  attachment  to  their 
friends  and  their  country.  Such  is  the  flrain 
of  fentiment  in  the  works  of  O  s  s  i  a  n- 

"  But  the  fubiimity  of  moral  fentimcnts,  if 
they  v/anted  the  foftening  of  the  tender,  would 
be  in  hazard  of  giving  a  hard  and  fliff  air  to 
■poetry.  It  is  not  enough  to  admire^  Admi- 
'ration  is  a  cold  feeling,  in  comparifon  of  that 
J  2  deep 
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deep  interefl:  which  the  heart  takes  in  tendet 
^nd  pathetic  fcenes ;  where,  by  a  myfterious 
attachment  to  the  objeds  of  compaffion,  we 
are  pleafed  and  delighted  even  whilfl  we 
mourn.  With  fcenes  of  this  kind  Os- 
BIAN  abounds  ;  and  his  high  merit  in  thefe  is 
inconteftable.  He  may  be  blamed  for  draw- 
ing tears  too  often  from  our  eyes ;  but,  that 
he  has  the  power  of  commanding  them,  I  be- 
heve  no  man,  who  has  the  lead  fenfibihty, 
willqueflion.  The  general  character  of  his  poe- 
try is,  the  heroic  mixed  with  the  elegiac  llrain; 
admiration  tempered  with  pity.  Ever  fond  of 
giving,  as  he  exprelTes  it,  ''  the  joy  of  grief/' 
it  is  vifible  that,  on  all  moving  fubjeds,  he 
delights  to  exert  his  genius ;  and,  accordingly, 
never  were  there  finer  pathetic  fituations  than 
what  his  works  prefent.  His  great  art  in  ma- 
naging 
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iiaging  them  lies,  in  giving  vent  to  the  fimple 
and  natural  emotions  of  the  heart.  We  meet 
with  no  declamation  ;  no  fubtile  refinements 
on  forrow;  no  fubflitution  of  defcription  in 
place  of  paflion.  O  s  s  i  a  >t  fek  ftrongly  him- 
felf ;  and  the  heart,  when  uttering  its  native 
knguage,  never  fails,  by  powerful  fympathy, 
to  affecl  the  heart.  A  great  variety  of  exam- 
ples might  be  produced.  We  need  only  open 
the  book  to  find  them  every  where.  The 
contrail  which  Ossian  frequently  makes 
between  his  prefent  and  his  former  flate, 
difFufes,  over  his  whole  poetry,  a  folemn  pa- 
thetic air,  which  cannot  fail  to  make  impref- 
lion  on  every  heart.  The  conclufion  of  the 
fongs  of  Selma  is  particularly  calculated  for 
this  purpofe.  Nothing  can  be  more  poetical 
.  and  tender,   or  can  leave  upon  the  mind  a 
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ftronger  and  more  efFeding  idea  of  the  vene- 
rable aged  bard. 

"  Upon  the  whole;  if  to  feel  ilrongly,  and 
to  defcribe  naturally,  be  the  two  chief  ingredi- 
ents in  poetical  genius,  Ossi  a  m  mull,  on  a 
fair  examination,  be  held  to  pofTefs  that  ge- 
nius in  a  high  degree.  The  queftion  is  not. 
Whether  a  few  improprieties  may  be  found  .  I 
in  his  works?  Whether  this  or  that  paflagc 
might  not  have  been  worked  up  with  more 
art  and  fkiil,  by  fome  writer  of  happier  times? 
A  thoufand  fuch  cold  frivolous  criticifms  are 
altogether  indecifive  as  to  his  genuine  merit. 
But,  Has  he  the  fpirit,  the  fire,  the  infpiration 
of  a  poet  ?  Does  he  utter  the  voice  of  Na- 
ture? Does  he  elevate  by  his  fentiments? 
Does  he  inter^ft  by  his  dcfcriptions  ?  Does  he 

paint 
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paint  to  the  heart  as  well  as  to  the  fancy  ? 
Does  he  make  his  readers  glow,  and  tremble, 
and  weep  ?  Thefe  are  the  great  charaderiflics 
of  true  poetry.  Where  thefe  are  found,  he 
muft  be  a  minute  critic  indeed,  who  can  dwell 
upon  flight  defeds.  A  few  beauties  of  this  high 
kind  tranfcend  whole  volumes  of  faultlefs  me- 
diocrity. Uncouth  and  abrupt  Ossian  may 
fometimes  appear,  by  reafon  of  his  concifenefs^ 
but  he  is  fublime,  he  is  pathetic,  in  an  emi- 
nent degree.  If  he  has  not  the  extenfive 
knowledge,  the  regular  dignity  of  narration, 
the  fulnefs  and  accuracy  of  defcription  which 
we  find  in  Homer  and  Virgil  j  yet,  in 
ftrength  of  imagination,  in  grandeur  of  fen- 
tinient,  in  native  majefly  of  paflion,  he  is 
fully  their  equal.  If  he  flows  not  always  like 
a  clear  flream,  yet  he  breaks  forth  often: like 


I 


[     Ixxxvlii     2 

a  torrent  of  fire.  Of  art  too  he  is  far  from 
being  deftitute;  and  his  imagination  is  re- 
markable alfo  for  delicacy  as  well  as  flrength. 
Seldom  or  never  is  he  either  trifling  or  tedi- 
ous ;  and,  if  he  be  thought  too  melancholy, 
yet  he  is  always  moral.  Tho'  his  merit  were 
in  other  refpeds  much  lefs  than  it  is,  this  alone 
ought  to  intitle  him  to  high  regard ;  that  his. 
writings  are  remarkably  favourable  to  virtue. 
They  awake  the  tendereft  fympathies,  and  in- 
fpirethe  mod  generous  emotions.  No  reader 
can  rife  from  him  without  being  warmed  with 
the  fentiments  of  hum.anity,  virtue,  and  ho- 
nour/' 

It  was  thought  proper  that  fo  much  of  the 
differtation  fhould  accompany  this  poem,  as 
the  Do6lor  has  made  it  th€  main  fubjed  of  his 
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remarks  -,  to  which  it  would  be  no  lefs  pre- 
fuming  than  fuperfiuous,  to  make  any  addi- 
tions. I  would  only  obferve,  that  if  Ossian, 
f')r  all  th?.fe  qualidcs  that  conlpire  to  form  a 
poet  of  the  highefl:  order,  fo  the  Do.^or,  as  a 
cri'ic  of  true  tafte,  elegance,  candour,  and 
judgment,  bids  fair  for  being  known  to  di- 
ftant  ages. 

As  Mr  M'Pherfon's  mafcerly  tranPiation  is 
already  in  the  hands  of  the  public,  fo  well 
known,  and  fo  much  api^roven,  an  apology 
may  perhaps  be  ncrceffary  for  olfering  any 
other.  He  indeed  has  been  at  uncommon 
pains,  in  fearching  for  and  gathering  thele 
valuable  remains  of  antiquity,  his  trouble 
has  been  amply  repaid,  and  it  may  be  pre- 
fumed,  that  no  oth'.  r,  at  this  day,  can  have  fj 

Vol.  I.  m  laro;e 


large  a  colledion  of  the  originals  of  Ossi  a n's 
poems.  What  pity  that  this  was  not  fooncr 
thought  of,  then  more  might  have  been  col- 
lected ;  how  lucky  that  fo  mnny  have  efca- 
ped,  and  fallen  into  fo  good  hands. — For  my 
own  part,  1  frankly  confefs,  that  I  am  not 
pofleffed  of  any  of  the  originals-,  they  are  to 
be  me:  with  at  greater  length,  and  in  greater 
purity,  in  thofe  parts  of  the  Highlands  and 
ifies  moll  remote  from  Ireland,  and  fartheil 
north.  Yet,  in  the  fouthern  parts  of  Argyle" 
iliire,  I  remember,  from  my  infancy,  to 
have  been  in  ufe  to  hear  fragments  of  them 
repeated  by  old  illiterate  people,  and,  as  foon 
as  I  could  judge  of  any  thing,  to  have  been. 
iv.uch  flruck  and  ailonifned  by  particular  paf- 
lages.  I  now  live  in  an  ifland,  not  half  sls 
day's  failing  dillanr  from  the  north  of  Ireland,' 
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the  very  fcene  of  adlion  in  the  poem  Fing  alj 
yet  I  could  find  but  few  that  could  rehearfe 
any  confiderable  portion  of  any  of  the  poems, 
and  that  neither  complete  nor  confident  with 
itfelf.  What  I  have  thus  heard,  commonly 
began,  and  fet  out  well,  in  the  pure  and 
dignified  llyle  of  Ossian,  but  foon  fell  off 
in  mean  conceits,  difgufting  abfurdities,  and 
ended  inconclufively.  The  traditional  {lo- 
ries, however,  of  thefe  heroes  are  well 
known,  and  abundantly  familiar  to  all  ranks 
in  thefe  parts.  I  have  only  mentioned  this  as 
an  adminicle  in  fupport  of  Mr  MTherfon's 
pofition,  that  they  are  Scots  and  not  Irifh 
poems.  The  genuine  remains  are  bed  pre- 
jferved  in  the  north  of  Scotland  ;  what  arc  to 
with  in  the  parts  next  or  oppofite  to 
are  lefs  pure,  and  worfe  prefcrved. 
m  2  The 
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The  contrary  muft  naturally  have  been  the 
cafe,  if  they  had  been  of  Irilli  origin.     This 
accounts   for  its  being  hard  to  make  any  va- 
luable   coUedion   of    thele   remains,  in    the 
parts  of  the  Highlands  where  it  has  been  lU) 
fortune  to  pafs  my  days.     It  is  however  ob 
fervable,  that  there  is  fcarce  a  hill,  a  heath 
or  vale,  where  fome  large  ftones  ered^ed,  o 
other   monuments,  are  not  to  be  met  with 
which  tradition  always   refers  to   the  time   gi 
FiNGAL  ;  and  the  vulgar  beftow  names  upo 
them,  alluding  to  him  or  fome  one  of  h 
heroes . 

As  therefore  it  has  been  cut  of  my  pow( 
to  come  at  the  genuine  originals,  fo  it  is  m 
pretended,  that  what  is  here  offered  to  tt 
public  is  a  new  tranflation,  but  a  vcrfiiicatic 

on 
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only  of  what  has  already  appeared  and  met 
with  fuch  juft  approbation.  Should  this  be 
deemed  a  needlcfs  undertaking,  I  have  only 
to  fay,  that  if  it  has  not  the  charm,  it  has  at 
leaft  an  air  of  novelty,  and  that  I  v/as  willing 
to  contribute  my  mite  towards  rendering  my 
favourite  Ossian  more  generally  known  and 
more  univerfally  acceptable  to  the  common 
run  of  readers.  His  beauties,  in  the  prefenc 
tranllation,  cannot  be  felt  by  thofe  who  give 
him  only  a  fingle  or  haily  perufal.  Being  li- 
teral, it  feems  calculated  for  fuch  only  as  are 
pofkiicd  of  a  high  refined  tade,  of  much  lei- 
fure,  and  fomewhat  of  a  peculiar  call. — To 
many  the  poems  have  the  appearance  of  being 
abrupt,  dark,  and  unconneded.  Hence  ic 
comes  to  pais,  that  many  readers  of  Englilh 
poetry    complain  of  being   difappointed  of" 

the 


the  fatisfadion  they  looked  for  in  them.  Not 
being  able  to  read  them  with  eafe,  they 
found  them  irkfome  to  fuch  a  degree  as  to 
furmount  their  curiofity ;  and  being  once  dif- 
couraged,  they  have  laid  them  down,  fcarce 
read  them  at  all,  and  have  confefled  that  they 
never  took  them  up  again  ♦,  fo  that  the  difS- 
cuky  they  found  in  tracing  the  thread  of  the 
narration,  has  more  than  counterbalanced  all 
the  beauty  of  exprelTion  and  fentiment  to  be 
met  with  in  the  work.  This  apparent  defeft 
is  not  peculiar  to  Ossian  more  than  other 
authors,  when  exhibited  in  a  clofe  and  literal 
verfion.  But  as  none  deals  Itls  in  the  long 
extended  ftyle-,  as  he  is  rapid  and  concife  even 
to  a  degree  of  abruptncfs;  as,  in  reading  his 
defcriptions,  the  imagination  muft  be  feized 
at  once,  or  not  at  all ;  this  objedion  may  be 

allowed 
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allowed  to  lie  more  again  ft  him  than  any  other 
author  we  are  acquainted  with.  .That  there 
is  fome  room  for  it,  cannot  be  denied  ;  and 
many,  in  this  light-reading  age,  are  found  to 
Hart  it.  I  remember  to  have  heard  one  cir- 
cumft.ince  relative  to  the  manner  in  which 
the  bards  rehearfed  the  adions  of  heroes  at 
their  entertainments,  which  .1  have  not  ken 
taken  notice  of.  Befides  thofe  properly 
called  Bards,  who  feem  to  have  been  perfons 
much  refpecfled,  and  chofen  out  of  their  moft 
eminent  families,  they  had  alfo  an  inferior 
clafs  of  hiftorians  called  Scellacha,  or  nar- 
rators of  fa6ts,  that  accompanied  the  bards, 
Thcfe  Scellacha  or  Sennacha  feem  to 
have  had  it  for  their  bufinefs  to  relate  the 
leaft  diftinguifhed  and  minute  events  and 
connections   of  the  hiftory  of  any  eminent 
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perfon,     or   remarkable    tranfadlon    among  ^ 
them,  while  the  province  of  the  bards  was,^, 
to  put  into  mcalurc  or  verfe,  adapted  to  the. 
mufic  of  the  harp,  the  great  lines  only,  the , 
ftriking  events,  and  confpicuous  parts  of  the, 
main  adion,  or  of  the  heroes  fo  told  or  nar- 
rated.     Thefe  were  fun^,  at  proper  intervals,^ 
in  concert  with  the  harps.     The  objects  of 
praife  and  imitation,  of  contempt  or  averfion, , 
were  thus  pi£tured  forth  in  the  molt  ftriking 
and  captivating  colours.     The  paflions  of  the 
hearers  were  heightened  by  the   mufic,    and 
fired  by  the  fubje£t.     The  paufes  betwixt  the 
mufical  parts  were  filled  up  with  the  minute 
events,  connedions,    or  tranfactions,   related 
by  the  Scellacha.  When  thefe  came  to vrhat 
was  interefting,  great,  or  remarkable,  then  the 
bards  refumcd  their  part,  and  dwelt  on  whai 
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^as  illuftrious  and  dlftinguifhed  ;    while  they 
exerted,   at  once,  all  the  powers  of  harmony, 
all  the  grandeur  of  expreffion,  and  all  the 
energy  of  poetic  fire.     This  part  of  the  en- 
tertainment feemsto  bear  a  refemblance  to  the 
imordern  air  and  recitative.  What  was  narra- 
jitive  is  long  ago  loft,  the  meafured  or  poetic 
^jpart  only  remaining,  as   having  been  eafiefl 
I  for  the  memory,   as  well  as  moft  worthy  of 
]^refervation  ;  and  thus  have  they  been  tranf- 
■  mitted  to  poflerity. 

I  have  met  with  fome  old  people  among  the 
vulgar  Highlanders,  who,  as  a  winter-even- 
ing entertainment,  have  rehearfed  fidions  or 
tales  of  a  very  ancient  caft,  much  in  the 
fame  manner.  The  gallant  or  heroic  parts 
were  in  rhyme  or  meafure,    and   fung  to  an 
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air ;  the  ludicrous  incidents,  and  fuch  as  were 
little  interefting,  were  only  told :  thus  form- 
ing an  odd  contraft,  in  which  the  principal  part 
of  the  entertainment  confiilcd.  Such  as  are 
acquainted  in  the  Highlands  mufl  know,  that 
ballad-fmgers  of  this  fort  are  yet  to  be  met  with,  ^ 
Perhaps  I  fhail  be  thought  to  have  infifted  on 
this  more  than  it  deferves ;  but  it  makes  at 
leall  a  prefumption,  that  there  was  fuch  ^ 
cuilom  of  old  among  the  bards  ;  and  that 
this  is  but  a  bafe  imitation  of  it.  It  may  alfo 
partly  account  for  that  apparent  abruptnefs 
and  rapidity  of  tranfition  that  occur  in  the 
poems  of  OssiAN.  Hence  there  is  nothing 
difFufe  nor  redundant  in  his  manner ;  no  am- 
pHfication;  nothing  weak,  conceited,  or  puer- 
ile ;  nothing  to  load  the  fancy,  to  encumber 
the  m-aln  image,  or  render  it  indiftincl.     His 
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poems  feem  to  be  an  abflrad  of  the  hlflory 
of  the  times,  where  only  the  great  events, 
and  diftinguifhed  charaders,  are  held  forth  and 
dwelt  upon.  Now,  if  the  recitative  part  was 
in  any  meafure  fupplied  ;  if  thefe  feeming  in- 
terruptions, or  gaps,  if  I  may  fo  call  them, 
were  partly  filled  up,  the  difcouragement, 
which  hinders  many  to  read  him  in  his  prefent 
Englifh  drefs,  would  be  removed  j  the  narra- 
tion would  appear  lefs  broken,  the  tranfitions 
more  eafy,  and  the  co^inevtion  more  obvi- 
ous. 

It  was  with  a  view  to  do  fomething  in  this 
way  that  the  following  verfification  has  been 
at  all  attempted.  And  I  would  flatter  myfelf, 
that  whatever  might  tend  to  make  Ossian 
better  underltoodj  and  more  generally  known, 
n  2  withoilt 
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without  making  bim  fink  too  much  from  hi 
native  dignity  and  fimplicity,  fhould  at  leaf 
meet  with  indulgence,  and  not  be  unaccept 
able  to  his  moil  profelTed  admirers.— -Mea 
fure  and  verfe  have  only  to  recommend  them 
that  they  are  more  modern,  and  better  ad 
apted  to  the  ear  of  mofl  Englifh  readers  o 
poetry,  except  of  the  very  few  who  have  ac 
quired  a  tafle  for  the  lofty  phrafes  and  cadeU' 
Ccs  of  the  eaftern  (lyle.  I  am  well  aware 
that,  in  a  profe-tranflation  of  this  fort,  the 
flately  concifenefs,  the  energy  and  majefly  o 
OssiAN,  are  much  better  preferved  thai 
they  can  be  in  any  kind  of  verfe  5  yet  to  ma 
ny  it  is  fomewhat  uncommon,  and  to  fome  \ 
appears  uncouth.  When  perufmg  him  ir 
fuch  a  drefs,  the  ordinary  run  of  readers  fee 
afloniflnnent  more  than  fatisfadion ;  they  ar( 
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dazzled  and  fatigued  rather  than  pleafcd. 
But  that  a  verfification  of  the  poems  has  been 
generally  thought  neceffary,  appears  by  feve- 
ral  effays  that  have  been  made  towards  it. 
Some  of  thefe  were  harmonious  and  fpirited; 
*  and,  had  the  authors  executed  any  large  por- 
tion of  them  in  the  fame  m.anner,  I  mufl  ne- 
ceflarily  have  been  difcouraged  from  this  at* 
tempt.  My  endeavour  has  been  to  prefervc 
the  fenfe  and  fimplicity  of  Ossian  as  nearly 
as  poffible,  by  fometimes  afluming  the  para- 
phrafe,  tho'  very  rarely,  by  throwing  in  a 
few  things  where  the  connection  feemed  to 
me  to  require  it,  and  thus  rendering  him  clear 
and  eafy  of  apprehenfion  to  readers  of  ordina- 
ry capacity  and  little  leifure,  without  difcre- 
diting  him  with  thofe  who  have  a  relifh  for  the 
higher  beauties  of  poetry.     To  do  him  juflicc 

in 
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in  this  way,  would,  I  confefs,  demand  a  ge- 
nius whofe  poetical  abilities  are  much  fuperior 
to  mine.  The  v/orld  muft  now  determine 
how  I  have  fucceeded.  A  perfon  is  but  an  ill 
judge  of  his  own  performances,  and  the  opi- 
nion of  friends  is  not  always  to  be  trufled* 
Thro' a  benevolent  partiahty,  we  are  inclined  to 
think  favourably  of  whatever  is  the  produdion 
of  thofe  whom  we  efleem.  I  am,  however, 
happy  in  the  good  opinion  of  fome  gentlemen 
of  tafle,  whofe  judgment,  in  regard  to  this 
pubUcation,  could  not  err  by  fuch  partiality  j 
and  this  makes  me  lefs  anxioufly  folicitous 
than  I  mull:  otherwife  have  been  concerning 
its  fate. 

Dr  Blackl6cis:,   whofe  judgment  I  am..j 
happy  in  being  authorized   to  make   ufe  of 

om 
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on  this  occafion,  gives  me  leave  to  publifb 
it  as  his  opinion,  that  this  verfification  of 
FiNGAL  is  a  work  that  may  very  juftly 
merit  the  attention  of  the  Enghfh  reader. 
To  him,  and  to  the  friendfhip  and  can- 
dour of  others,  whom  I  am  not  at  hber* 
ty  to  name,  I  owe  many  remarks,  from 
which  it  has  received  confiderable  advantages. 
Upon  the  whole  :  If  I  did  not  hope  that  what 
is  now  offered,  tho'  begun  and  finiihed  amidft 
employments  of  a  different  kind,  might  fome- 
thing  more  than  attone  for  its  own  defeats ,  I 
W'ould  not  have  obtruded  it  on  the  public. 
All  I  requed  is,  that  my  readers  may  judge 
for  themfelves,  and,  if  they  find  any  entertain- 
ment, not  to  think  the  worfe  of  it  for  being- 
the  performance,  as  it  was  the  amufement,  of 
one  who  is  rather  obfcure,  and  not  very  am- 
bitious to  be  known  as  an  author. 


F     I      N      G      A      L 


POEM. 


[     3     ] 


The     a  R  G  U  M  E  N  T. 

Cuchuliin,  general  of  the  [\\{^i\  tribes  in  the  minority 
of  Cormac  king  of  Ireland,  fitting  alone  beneath  a 
tree,  at  the  gate  ^/ Tura,  a  cafle  in  Ul!in  cr  UlRer, 
is  informed  of  the  landing  of '$>ys:M'2iXi  king  of  Lochlln, 
i^^-  Moran  the  [on  of  Fitlill,  one  of  his  fcouts — The  o- 
ther  chiefs  in  the  mean  time  ivsre  at  a  hunting  party, 
on  Cromla  a  neighbouring  hill. — Cuchullln  convenes 
them,  and  holds  a  council  \  in  ivhich  difputes  run  high 
about  giving  battle  to  the  enemy. — Connal,  the  petty 
king  of  Togorma,  an  intirnate  friend  of  CuchulliD, 
riuas  for  retreating  till  Finga!  king  cf  the  Caledonians, 
li'ko  inhabited  the  ncrth-iveft  coaft  <?/" Scotland,  foould 
arrive,  as  his  aid  had  been  previoufly  folicitcd \ — but 
Calmar  the  fon  c/Matha^  lord  o/Lara,  a  part  of  Con- 
A  2  naught. 
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naught,  nvasfor  engaging  the  emmy  imnieciiately, — Cu-i 
chullin,  of  kimfelf  nvill'tng  to  Jigkt,  'vjent  into  the  opinio?. 
of  Calmar. — Marching  fcnvards  the  eneyvy^  he  viiffi. 
three  of  his  braveji  chiefs^  Fergus,  Duchomar,  ar.u 
Caithbat. — Fergus  arrivi/jg,  tells  Cuchuliin  of  the 
death  of  the  tivo  other  chifs  ;  nikich  introduces  the  of- 
fering epifode  o/Moina  the  daughter  of  Cot  ixi2iC> — Tht' 
army  cfQ\ich.\x\\m  i>  def cried  at  a  difance  by  Swararij. 
fwho  ftnds  the  fon  of  Arno  to  obferve  the  motions  of  the 
er.erny^  nuhile  he  ranges  his  forces  in  ordtr  cf  battle,—- 
Tke fon  of  Arno  returning  to  Swaran,  defcrihes  Cu- 
f^ViWwiS  char  lit  y  and  the  terrible  appearance  of  that 
hero.— The  armies  engage  ;  bat  night  coming  <?/;,  leaves 
the  viCiory  undecided. — According  to  the  hofpitallty  of 
the  times,  CvchuWm  fends  to  Swaran  a  formal  invita- 
tion to  a  feajiy  by  his  bard  Carril  the  fon  KinSena,, 
— Swaran  refufes  to  come. — Carril  relates  to  Gu chul- 
lin   the  fiory  of  Grudar  and  BralTolis. — A  party ,    by 

ConnalV 
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ConnalV  advice,  is  fent  to  obftrvc  the  enemy. — This  ch- 
fcs  the  a  CI  ion  of  the  firji  day. 

The  names  are  poetic, — Cuchuilln,  or  rather 
Cuth«Ullin,  i7ieans  the  voice  of  Ulikr,  the  per^ 
Coyi  haling  chi^f  coinviand. — Cairbar  vieans  a  ftrong 
man;  —  Moran,  viany  ; — Fith;l  cr  Fili,  an  i?iferior 
bard ; — Malmor  or  Meal-mor,  a  great  hill, — Cath- 
bait,  an  eminent  warrior  or  dweller  in  battle. — 
Cu-roach  means  madners  oi  flrite  •, — Conna!,  mild  and 
f^ir  \ — Zv\\-^t2i\,fair-complex:o7i\l ;  —  Favi,  a  man  that 
ivaits  opportunity  \  —  Ronnar,  choice  of  men  \ — Luagh- 
er,  cr  Lugha,  nimhU  man; — Calaic;r,  hanofvie  Jlron^ 
man  ;  —  Eih,  or  Ac^gh,  undaunted ; — I^^tir,  an  extend- 
ed heath  or  plain  ;  —  Ca-oilt,  terror  cf  battle  ; — Mora, 
I  or  Stramor,  a  hill  ivith  large  Jlcping  fides  ;— Cu-thon, 
viournful  found  of  '■o:aves\ — Cromla,  or  CroaJeach, 
a  hill  over 'hanging  crooked  Jlcpes 'j—lnnii-fuU^  if  and 
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cf  the  F.ill  or  Faians,  a  colony  fettled  of  old  in  Ireland; 
— Erin,  the  name  cf  Ireland, //o;/^  ear  or  iar,  lu^, 
and  \w^an  ifland  \ — Lochlin,  z/'*?  Gallic  name  (?/'Scandi- 
iiavia,  meaning  literally  a  fea  broke  with  land  and 
iflands  ; — Inniftore,  cr  Inniftork,  ijlandofivhales^ancient 
name  c/'/^f' Orkneys ; — Dubh-chomer,  a  black  'well-fjja- 
fed  man  , — Fear-guth,  a  man  having  the  chief  voice  or 
command  of  a?i  army  \ — Tornnan,  hollo'w  noife\ — Mor- 
na,  or  Muirna,  jnuck  efeernd  or  cherif7ed\ — Semo,  or 
Sea.'iili,  fnoithy  deterjnind  -, — Mom?^.  fo ft  •temper'' d^ 
lovely, — SuHn-fi-fadda  ;/;f^;;j,  far- feeing,  far- neighing, 
*r  far  leaping  ;  —  Dulhron-gheal,  black,  iviih  ni'hite 
flarr'dface  ; — Sith-  aluin,  a  man  very  handfome-,  —  Fioc  a, 
a  fair  moid\ — Ardan,  pride  ; — Ifleof  Mift,  the  ancient- 
name  for  Sky; — Trenar,  man  of  tried  pronvefs',  —  Dor- 
glafs,  dark  gray  man  ; — Carril,  txperi  in  mufic,—-^ 
Cean-feana,  head  of  the  people  \ — Cona  here  is  probably-, 
that  f  nail  river  that  runs  through  Glencon  in  Argyle-. 

(hire, 
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fiiire, — the  name  means  fmooth-rolling  ford;— Gru- 
dar,  or  Crual-er,  a  man  terrible  in  his  rage  ; — Golb- 
bhean,  crooked  hill ; — Lubhar,  /ty//>  'windings  noify  ; 
— BrafoIHs,  hreajl  of  light  ; — Bra-gela,  or  Bra-geal, 
'white  hofom  ; — Sor-glan,  free  and  generous. — The  o- 
ther  names  that  occur  are  of  DaniOi  extraClion^  and 
having  no  ajjinity  to  the  Gallic,   "^e  do  7iot  pretend  to 

explain  them,  It  may    not  here  he  improper  to  re- 

markt  once  for  all,  as  ghofls  flying  on  clouds  and  jne- 
teort  often  occur  in  this  poem,  that  it  mas  long  the  o- 
pinion  among  the  ancient  Scots,  that  a  ghoj}  ivas  heard 
fhrieking  near  the  place  nichere  a  death  ivas  to  happefi 
foon  after.  The  accounts  given  to  this  day  among  the 
vulgar  cf  this  extraordinary  matter^  are  very  poetical. 
The ghofi  comes  mounted  on  a  meteor^  and  furrounds 
tivice  or  thrice  the  place  defined  for  the  perfon  ta  die, 
and  then  goet  along  the  road,  through  nvkich  the  func 
ral  is  to  p^fs,  forieking  at    intervals^    though  ^joith  a 

feeble 
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feeble  voice — at  UJl  the  meteor  and  ghofl   difappear  a- 

love  the  hurial-pluce. In  the  third  hook,    Cuchullin 

has  an  apojirophe  to  a  fpirity  ivhich  is  the  only  pajjags 
in  the  pceni  that  has  any  appearance  of  religion — but 
it  is  accompanied  ivith  a  doubt ;  fo  that  it  is  not  eafy  ; 
to  determine t  nuhether  the  hero  meant  a  faperior  being, 
or  the  ghofls  of  deceafed  nvarriors,  'who  i\>ere  fuppcfd 
in  tkofe  times  to  rule  the  forms,  and  to  tranfport 
themfelves  in  a  guf  of  ivind  from  one  country  to  anQ{ 
iher. 
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BOOK      I. 

"O  EMEATH  a  tree,  with  leafy  honours  crown'd, 
Cue  HULL  IN  fits,  the  chief  In  war  renown'd  ; 
His  fpear  againft  a  moffy  rock  is  laid  ; 
His  heavier  arms  upon  the  grafs  are  fpread. 
By  Tura's  lofty  walls,  the  hero  fat. 
Revolving  in  his  mind  green  Erin's  fate; 
Careful,  concern'd,  its  danger  to  prevent, 
Much  he  inquirV,  and  many  a  meflage  fent ; 

Vol.  I.  B  As 


lo  F    I     N    G     A    L.  DookI. 

As  from  his  faithful  friends  he  fuccour  fought, 
And  all  on  Gormac  ran  his  reillefs  thought. 
To  his  lov'd  caufe,    the  hero  ftill  divln'd 
A  dire  event,  in  his  prefaging  mind. 
Yet,  with  afoul  refolv'd,  and  unappallM, 
To  guard  his  throne  whenever  danger  call'd, 
He  thinks  of  former  conquefls  in  the  field, 

Hov/  oft  th'  invading  foQ  he  forc'd  to  yield  ; 

He  thinks  of  mighty  Cairbar,  whom  in  fight 

He  lately  flew,  and  drove  his  friends  in  night. 

His  hopes  arife,    difpell'd  is  ev'ry  fear, 

His  heart  bounds  high,  nor  dreads  th'  impending  war. 

As  thus  he  mus'd,  and  in  his  mind  forecafi: 
The  future  danger,  and  recall'd  the  pafl:, 
Lo  !   McRAX,  breathljfs,  terror  in  his  face, 
The  ftoui  of  ocean,  came  with  hafty  pace. 

Arm, 
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Arm,  arm,  Cue  hull  in  !   thus  aloud  he  cries. 
The  lofty  fhips  of  Swaran  met  my  eyes ; 
I  Huv  their  thoufands  on  our  coaft  defcend; 
Arife,  O  Chief  !  from  Lcchlim  us  defend  : 
Many  the  heroes  from  the  rolling  main. 
Throng  is  the  hoil  that  pours  on  Ullin's  plain. 

To  whom  the  blue-ey'd  Chief  thus  calm  replies: 
Mo  RAN  !  I  fee  thy  terror  in  thy  eyes  ; 
Thou  ever  trembleft,  and  doft  now  appear 
To  fill  with  fahe  reports  Cuchullin's  ear  r 
Biit  fay,  have  not  thy  fears  increas'd  the  foe  ? 
And  Sw Aran's  lofty  Hiips  how  couldft  thou  know  ^ 
Perhaps  great  Fingal  now  has  crofs'd  the  main,  - 
And  comes  to  aid  me  on  green  Ullin's  plain.  . 

Tall  as  a  rock  of  ice,  thefe  eyes  beheld 
(MoRAN  thus  fpake)  their  chief  ftride  o'er  the  field  ; 
B2-  His 
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His  arras  fiiot  tremblirg  rays  along  the  flrand; 

His  fpcar,  enormous,  in  his  better  hand, 

Seem'd  like  that  blafted  fir; — his  ample  ftiield. 

Like  the  full  moon,  illumin'd  all  the  field. 

Upon  a  rock  he  halted,  nigh  the  fliore; 

His  troops,  like  darken'd  clouds,  around  him  pour. 

*'  Many,  O  chief  of  men  !   our  hands  in  war, 

**  (I  faid)  and  Erin*s  fons  know  nought  of  fear. 

*«  Thy  numerous  boft  feems  train'd  to  bloody  fight,      'i 

**  And  juftly  art  thou  nam'd  the  man  of  might.  < 

**  But  many  mighty  men  from  Tura's  walls 

'*  Are  feen — the  valiant  guard  its  tow'ring  halls." 

As  when  the  founding  waves  roll  round  a  rock, 
His  anfwer,  In  thefe  words,  like  thunder  broke  : 
*«  Who  in  this  land  like  Swaran  can  appear  ? 
*•  Heroes,  before  me  fly,  or  pant  for  fear  j 

"  Or 
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f  '   Or  if  my  force  refiftlefs  they  wltlifi:and» 
''  They  fall  to  earth  beneath  my  mighty  hand. 
Fin  GAL  alone  can  ftrlve  with  me  in  fight. 
The  king  of  ftormy  hills  !   match  me  in  might. 
**  Once  did  we  meet — I  know  him  to  my  coft: 
**  With  what  impetuous  fway  the  fpear  he  tofs'd  I 
**  What  vig'rous  fpring  was  in  his  arm  to  throw, 
"  The  fword  to  wield,  and  rife  at  every  blow  ! 
On  fhady  Malmor's  fide  we  wreftling  (tood, 
Where,  as  we  drove,  our  heels  o'erturn'd  the  wood, 
^'  Rocks  trembling  fell ;  and  rivers,  wiih  the  force, 
**  Fled  murm'ring  from  the  fliock,  and  ching'd  their 

*^  courfe. 
*«   This  dreadful  combat  three  days  werenew'd; 
"  Heroes  o'eraw'd,  the  ftrife  at  diftance  view'd. 
•*  We  met  the  fourth — inor  he  nor  I  will  yield, 
'*  The'  FiNGALfays,  I  bafely  quit  the  field. — 

"  Friends 
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**  Friends  interpofing  part  us  In  the  flrife, 

*'  Which  elfe  had  ended  but  with  cither's  life. — • 

**  Go,  tell  Cue  HULL  IN  to  avoid  with  care 

«'  Th' impending  dangers  of  a  fatal  war; 

*i  Tell  the  dark  Chief  he'll  f^nd  me  in  the  fight, 

*♦  Strong  as  the   llorms  that  roar  round  Malmor's 

«  height." 

Thus  SwA&AN  greets  thee  from  the  founding  {hore  ;  . 
His  hoft  round  Tura's  halls  he  (Iraight  will  pour. 
Prevent  him,  Prince,  and  meet  him  in  the  field,  ■! 

Or  to  his  haughty  terms  prepare  to  yield. 

No,  faid  the  Chief,  I'll  never  yield  to  man; 
I'll  die,  or  vanquifli,  on  th*  embattled  plain; 
In  arms  I'll  meet  this  haughty  vaunting  foe  ; 
The  ftrength  of  Erin  Lochlin's  fons  fliall  knov/.— 
Now  Mo  RAN  go,  and  ftrike  great  Caitheat's  (liieldy 
Let  war's  hoarfe  fummons  found  o'er  all  the  field. 

Peace 
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Peace  it  difclalms ;  its  voice  is  big  with  fate. 
There  high  it  hangs,  by  Tura's  ruftling  gate. 
Go,  Fithil's  fjn,   (Irike  with  ray  maiT/  fpear; 
My  heroes,  on  the  hili,  the  noife  fhail  hear. 

Straight  Moran  went  and  ftruck  the  bosTy  (hieli; 
The  loud  alarms  foon  fpread  along  the  fiild. 
The  nodding  woods  re-echo  all  around  ; 
The  rocks  and  hills  repeat  the  dlrefal  found. 
Beer,  by  the  Like  of  roes,  dart  at  the  noif,; 
The  heroes  Urien  to  ths  warning  voice. ^ 
Their  hearts  at  once  are  nll'd  with  martial  fires  ; 
The  hoarfe-refoundlng  (hisld  each  Chief  infpires  ! 
Theyanfwer  to  the  call,  tiicy  quit  the  chace, 
And  down  the  ileep  they  rufn  with  hafty  pace.— 
; Young  CuRAOCH  Effl  upon  th 3  plain  appears, 
'Graceful  in  arms,  and  brave  beyond  his  years. 

Next 
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Next  rallant  Connal  iffaes  from  the  wood, 
Whofe  fpear  was  often  bath'd  in  hoftlle  blood, 
Tlie  fonof  Favi  leaves  the  dark  brown  hind  ; 
Crugal,  with  bread  of  fnow,  was  not  behind. 
Said  RoNNAR,  "  Sure  the  fhield  of  war  I  hear.'* 
**  It  is  (faid  Lughar)  great  Cuchullin's  fpear» 
'*  Son  of  the  fea  !  put  on  thy  rattling  mail. 
"  Calm  A  R  !  arife,  and  life  thy  founding  fteel  ! 
'*  PuNo  !  thou  horrid  hero,  arm  for  fight ! 
**  Ca  I  rear!  come  down  from  CROMLA'swoodyheighti 
**  O  Eth  !  thy  white  knee  thou  muft  quickly  bend, 
"  And  to  the  war  from  Lora's  ftreams  dcfcend. 
**  Caolt  !  appear  in  all  thy  martial  pride, 
"  O'er  Mora's  whittling  heath  ftretch  thy  fair  fide  ; 
*<  Thy  fide  that's  white  as  foaming  waves  that  roar 
**  Round  Cuthon's  murm'ring  rocks,  and  lafh  the 
*♦  fhore.'*  •  i 

Mfthinks 
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Methinks  the  Chiefs  I  fee,  in  armour  bright, 
Rufii  to  the  plain,  impatient  for  the  fight. 
Their  former  deeds  their  panting  breads  inflame; 
They  kindle  with  tH^opes  of  future  fame. 
From  their  bright  fides  of  fteei  the  h'ghtnings  play ; 
Their  mighty  hands  upon  their  fwords  they  lay. 
Like  mounrain-ftreams,  when  fweli'd  by  fudden  rain. 
Each  from  his  hill  rufii'd  roaring  to  the  plain^j 
Each  hero  urges  his  companion  on  ; 
Each  in  his  father's  giitt'ring  armour  flione; 
Behind  each  chief,  his  gloomy  men  appear. 
Ready  in  arms,  and  breathing  mortal  war. 
So  when  red  meteors  fly  o'er  heav'n's  wide  plain. 
The  dark  clouds  follow,  threat'ning  ftorm  and  raim 

And  now,  each  party  gather'd,  all  the  fields 
Are  bright  with  fniiiing  fwords,  and  flaming  fhields. 
Vol.  I.  G  Which 
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Which  dart  againft  the  fun  with  equal  rays. 
Each  diff 'rent  tribe  refleding  blaze  on  blaze." 
Their  clafhing  armour  yields  a  dreadful  found, 
And  rocking  Cromla  echoes  all  around. 
By  intervals,  the  war-fong  o*er  the  plain 
Unequal  burfts ; — the  gray  dogs  howl  between. 
As  mill  in  autumn  fliades  the  lofty  hills, 
And  all  the  vales  with  low-hung  vapours  fills, 
Broken  and  dark ; — at  length  it  fettles  high, 
And  lifts  its  head  along  the  azure  (ky  ; 
Thus  rulh  the  heroes,  and  their  pow'rs  unite; 
Thus  dark  they  threaten ,  and  demand  the  fight. 
On  Lbna*s  duiky  heath,  as  thus  they  ftood. 
Gloomy  in  arms,  and  breathing  war  and  blood, 
Cue  HULL  IN  to  them  came  ; — bright  o'er  his  breaf^ 
Eattl'd  the  mail.— The  chiefs  he  thus  addrefs'd: 

Health 
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Health  to  ye,  princes  of  each  narrow  vale  ; 
Ye  hunters  of  the  favage  herd,  all  hail  ! 
Another  fport  more  manly  now  draws  near 
Than  chaclng  o'er  the  heath  the  dark- brown  deer. 
The  foe  has  come  far  o'er  the  fwelling  main, 
To  pour  deftructlon  on  green  Ullin's  plain. 
From  Lochlin's  fnow-clad  hills  appears  th^  hod; 
Like  rolling  waves  that  roar  along  our  coaft. 
Say,  (hall  we  meet  them  on  th' embattled  field  ;, 
Or  Inn  IS  fail's  gay  plains  to  Lochlin  yield? 
Shall  we  not  fight  them  in  the  flrifc  of  fwords. 
Rather  than  bend  to  haughty  foreign  lords  ? 
Speak,  fons  c£  war  !   the  danger  loudly  calls,. 
And  the  fierce  foes  in  arms  approach  our  walls. 
Thou,  CoNNAL,  firll  of  men!  before  the  reft 
Unfold  thy  mind.     In  thy  undaunted  breaft    ^  :j 

Love  of  thy  country,  rooted  deep,  remains ; 
The  blood  of  heroes  runs  thro'  all  thy  veins* 

C  2  Say, 
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Say,  breaker  of  the  fhlelds  !  who  oft  haft  try'd 
The  fons  of  Lochlin,  and  their  ftrength  defy'dj 
Shall  we  not  meet  them  in  the  fhock  of  war  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  forth,  and  lift  thy  father's  fpear  ? 

CoNNAL,  with  air  fedate,  throws  round  his  eyes, 
And  to  CucHULLiN  calmly  thus  replies  : 
I've  often  toil'd  In  the  rough  front  of  war,. 
And  thro'  the  hoftile  ranks  keen  flew  my  fpear,  i 

I'm  always  'mong  the  forsmoft  to  engage. 
Where  throng  the  valiant,  where  the  mighty  rage^ 
But,  tho'  this  fword  has  oft  in  battle  flione. 
And  tho'  this  arm  has  many  trophies  won. 
This  day  1  would  advife  from  war  to  ceafe. 
My  heart  this  day  is  for  green  Erin's  peace. 
All  Lochlin's  fons  have  pour'd  upon  our  land 
FromSwA&AN's  fable  fhipsj  they  crowd  the  ftrand. 

Behold  J 
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Behold  !  his  tow'ring  fleet  in  all  its  pride. 
And  ftreaming  gallies  in  our  harbours  ride  ; 
Throng  as  the  numerous  reeds  of  Lego's  Jake, 
I    Along  our  coafts,  his  raafts  tall-bending  fhake  ; 
I    Like  forefts  tall,  they  feera,  with  heads  on  high  • 
!    The  mifty  clouds  about  their  fummits  fly. 
i    FiNGAi,,  whofe force,  impetuous  in  the  field, 
'    Scatters  whole  hofts,  and  makes  the  mighty  yield  5' 
'    Whole  arm  refiillefs  marks  its  way  with  death, 
As  fiorray  winds  that  rage  along  the  heath. 
Or  rapid  ftreams  that  roar  thro'  echoing  vales. 
When  cloudy  flight  o'er  all  the  hills  prevails ; 
Ev'n  Fingal's  felf,  whofe  fame  is  fpread  afar^ 
Would  rather  fhun  than  now  provoke  the  war. 

Then  Calmar,  Matha's  fon,  inflam*d  with  ire^ 
Thus  fpake  :— Thou  Chief  of  peace,  do  thou  retire  f 
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Fly,  CoNNAL  ; — to  thy  filent  hills  repair, 

Where  never  yet  was  heard  the  found  of  war. 

Go  where  thy  days  in  flothfai  eafe  may  run> 

Where  the  bright  fpear  of  battle  never  (hone, 

Forfaking  honour,  and  renouncing  fame, 

Do  thou,  thy  friends,  thy  king,  and  country,  fhame. 

Go,  chace  the  dark-brown  deer  on  Cromla's  brow. 

O'er  Lena's  heath  purfue  the  bounding  roe'' 

Be  thefe  thy  fafer  fports  in  Tura's  fhade  ; 

Leave  war  to  us  who  know  the  martial  trade,. 

Arms  are  our  bus'nefs  ;  Erin  is  our  care; 

We'll  reap  thofe  glories  which  thou  dar'ft  not  fliare» 

But  hafte,  Cuchullin,  gen'rous  Semo's  fon  ! 

Againft  th'  invading  foe  flraight  lead  us  on» 

Let's  drive  dark  Lochlin's  fons  around  the  fliore. 

And  thro'  their  ranks  of  pride,  triumphant,  roar. 

Our  keen-edg'd  fwords  will  quickly  hew  a  way,  I 

.Tiro'  their  thick  body,  and  their  dark  array.  ' 


F    I    N    G    A    L,  ii 

No  ftilp  fhall  dare,  again,  from  Innistore, 
Bound  o'er  the  rolling  waves  to  Ullin's  fhore, 
Yt  winds  of  Eri  n  !  rife  with  furious  breath  ; 
Ye  whirlwinds  !  loudly  roar  along  the  heath  ; 
Aloft,  ye  tempefts !  tofs  me  in  the  fky. 
And  by  a  fudden  death  let  Calmar  die  ; 
Torn  in  a  cloud,  by  angry  ghofts  of  men. 
And  piecemeal  fcatter'd  o'er  green  Ullin's  plain; 
If  e'er  I  joy'd  in  hunting  o'er  the  fields 
<So  much  as  in  the  founding  ftrife  of  ihlelds. 

To  whom  thus  Connal,  anfw'ring iiowly,  faidj 
!   OMATHA'sfon,  thou  know'ft,  I  never  fled. 
Tho'  CoNNAL  does  not  boafl  a  mighty  name. 
Yet  with  my  friends  I  always  flrove  for  fame. 
1  In  Erin's  caufe  I've  oft  expos'd  my  life  ; 
-Nor  was  I  laft  to  mingle  in  the  ftrifc. 

Whtn 
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vVhen  heroes  fought,  did  I  the  danger  fhun  ? 

Vas  not  the  battle  In  my  prefence  won  ? 

ilALMAR  !  thy  warmth  mifleads  thee  ;  fure  thine  eyeS 

,Vill  witpefs  for  me  what  thy  tongue  denies. 

But,  fon  of  Semo  !  to  the  prefent  ftate 
Of  our  affairs,  and  of  this  high  debate. 
When  thus  with  fhips  the  beach  is  cov'red  o'er, 
An4  Swaran's  hoft  thus  blackens  all  the  Ihore, 
Since  one  defeat  will  bring  us  down  fo  low. 
As  never  nwre  in  arms  to  meet  the  foe; 
Beft  leave  the  fortune  of  the  field  untry'd, 
Norrafhly  in  our  friends,  fo  few,  confide. 
Regard  the  honour  of  our  ancient  throne. 
And  treat  of  terms  of  peace,  to  fave  the  crown. 
The  peace  of  heroes  cannot  thee  difgrace. 
Give  half  the  land,  and  ftore  of  wealth,  for  peace. 
J  am  for  peace,  0  Chief !  it  fuits  our  ftate. 
few  are  our Jriends— let  us  not  tempt  our  fate, 

Till 
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Till  mighty  Fingal  lands  on  Ullin's  coaft, 
To  ftrivc  in  field  with  Swaran's  mim'rous  hoft. 
But  if  thou  choofefl:  now  to  mix  in  war, 
Ready  arii  I  to  lift  the  fword  and  fpear. 
Where  thickeft  fquadrons  rage  is  my  delight  ; 
And  my  foul  brightens  in  the  gloom  of  fight. 

CucHULLiN  then  ; — I  mod  approve  his  voice 
Who  fpoke  for  war  ;  grim  battle  is  my  choice  ; 
I  joy  to  mingle  in  the  dire  alarms, 
V7hcn  honour  calls,  and  hear  the  din  of  arms. 
Pleafant  as  thunder  that  betokens  rain, 
When  fmlling  Spring  bedecks  green  Ullin's  pi  ain..=-.' 
And  now  let  all  the  fliinlng  tribes  appear 
By  turns,  and  let  me  view  my  fons  of  war  ; 
Let  them  in  order  move  along  the  heath, 
Prepar'd  in  arms  for  conqueft,  or  for  dealh, 

Vc«,.  I.  D  Dazzling, 
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Dazzling,  as  Ihines  the  fun  before  a  ftorm, 
When  gath'ring  clouds  the  face  of  heav'n  deform, 
Thro'  Morven's  oaks  when  weftern  winds  do  roar^ 
And  roll  the  waves  along  the  echoing  (hore. 
But  all  my  valiant  heroes  are  not  here; 
I  mifs  my  brave  companions  of  the  war. 
White-bofom'd  Caithbat  does  not  meet  my  fight  ; 
Kor  bold  DucH'oMAR,  who  confumes  the  fight. 
Does  Fergus  too  forfake  me  on  this  day,  \ 

When  threats  the  ftorm  of  foes  in  dread  array  ? 
He  was  the  ^rft  In  honour  at  our  feaft, 
And  on  his  aid  I  did  fecurely  reft. 
'©Tit  fure  that's  he  that  from  the  hill  defcends, 
And,  as  a  bounding  hart,  his  courfe  here  bends  ;      ' 
As  a  young  roe  from  Malmor's  fteepy  height. 
Thus  Fergus  fpriiiging  rufhes  on  our  fight. 
Haill !  Ros  sa's  fon !   fo  late  why  doft  appear, 
Thou  arm  of  death  I  what  ftiades  the  foul  of  war  ? 

]V4 
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My  Tighs,  he  fays,  are  for  the  mighty  dead. 
And  o'er  the  valiant  are  my  forrows  Ihed — 
Full'n  are  our  friends— on  Caithbat's  mould'ring 

grave. 
Four  raoffy  ftones  arife,  near  Tura's  cave. 
Thefe  hands  Duchomar  In  the  duft  have  laid. 
Who  like  a  rock  the  ftream  of  battle  ftald. 
Caithbat,  thou  fon  of  Torman  !  bright  in  war 
Thou  waft,   as  fun-beams  on  our  hills  appear. 
Dark  was  Duchomar  midll  th' embattPd  train, 
Fatal  as  mift  on  Lano's  marfhy  plain  ;  , 

Silent  and  gloomy  it  moves  o'er  the  heath, 
[  In  its  flow  courfe  the  people  fink  in  death. 
Thou  MoRXA  too  art  ftretch'd  in  the  cold  grave! 
Calm  is  thy  fleep  within  thy  rocky  cave. 
By  death  arretted  in  thy  rofy  bloom, 
Fairefl  of  maids  !  thou'Il  funk  into  the  tomb  ; 

D  2  Thou'ft 
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Thou'Il  £d\Vn.  in  darknefs,  like  a  ihootlng  ftar. 
That  o'er  the  defert  for  a  while  fhines  clear. 
Then  fmks  at  once  with  fading  tranfient  light. 
And  leaves  the  lonely  traveler  hid  in  night. 

To  whom  the  blue-e\'d  Chief: — Young  warrior !  tell, 
How  dy'd  the  lovely,  how  the  mighty  fell  ? 
Were  they  engag'd  with  Lochlin's  fons  in  fight  ? 
Were  they  o'erpower'd  by  tl^ieir  fuperior  might  ? 
The  caufe,  O  Chief!  haRe  thee  to  let  us  know. 
Why  Ep.  in's  fons  are  in  the  dull  laid  low  ? 

Then  Fergus  thus : — Beneath  a  fpreading  oak. 
By  Bran  no's  flowing  flream,  with  furious  fhock 
The  heroes  met  in  fight — for  Morna's  love. 
Fair  Cgp.mac-Cairbar's  daughter,  thus  they  ilrove  ; 
(But  Torman's  fon  was  lovely  in  her  eye, 
And  of  her  foul  lie  was  the  fccret  figh) ; 

Til 
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Till  then  flricl  friends — but  friendrtilp  now  gave  way 

To  jealous  rage — ihey  fought  in  bloody  fray. — 

Loiig  time  the  Chiefs  an  equal  ftrife  maintain  ; 

Gaitkbat  at  length  is  ftretch'd  upon  the  plain. 

Ills  rival  kill'd;  in  hafte  Duchomar  came 

To  Tura's  cave,  where  flAid  the  beauteous  darae, 

And  to  her  fpoke  : — O  bicft  with  ev'ry  grace  ! 

Thou  lovely  branch  of  Cormac-Cairrasl's  race  ! 

Why  Morn  A  in  the  rocky  cave  alone  ? 

V/hat  (lays  thee  here,  within  the  circling  it:3ne  ': 

Here  only  murm'ring  dreams  run  hoarfely  by» 

And  dark  clouds  gath'ring  blacken  all  the  flcy  : 

Nor  can  that  troubled  hike  afford  delight  ; 

How  cruel  here  to  hide  thy  beauty  bright? 

As  new-fall'n  fnow  upon  the  heath,  thou'rc  fair; 

Like  Cromla's  floating  mift,  thy  flowing  hair,' 

When  thro'  its  folds  bright  Ihine  the  weftern  r>iy?, 

As  round  the  verdant  hills  it  curling  p!-ys. 

Like 
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Like  two  fmooth  rocks,  round  which  the  waters  glide, 
FromBRANNp  feen,  thy  heaving  breads  divide; 
Thy  fnowy  arms  in  juft  proportion  fall. 
Like  two  white  pillars  in  great  Fingal's  hall. 

Whence  art  thou  now  ?  the  white-arm'd  maid  reply 'd  | 
Why  hl,ther  com'ft  ?  thoa  gloomy  fen  of  pride  ! 
Why  do  thy  brows  fuch  fuljen  horrors  wear  ? 
And  thy  red-rolling  eyes,  why  fiercely  ftare  ? 
Why  flufli'd  thy  cheek,  why  heaves  thy  throbbing  heart  ? 
What  dreadful  tidings  haft  thou  to  impart  ? 
Is  Swaran's  fleet  arrlv'd  ?  what  of  the  foe  ? 
Say,    dark  Duchqmar  !  if  thou  aught  doft  know. 

From  hunting  of  the  dark-brown  deer,  he  faid,    ^ 
l  from  the  hill  return,  thou  lovely  maid ! 
Three  have  I  flain  with  my  tough-bending  yew  ; 
TJiree  more  in  chace  my  panting  dogs  o'erthrew. 

Afidei 
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Afide  for  thee  a  beamy  ftag  I've  laid  ; 

Fleet  were  his  feet,  and  high  his  branchy  head. 

0  maid  of  Co rmac-Cai rear's  noble  race  ! 
Long  has  my  heart  been  raviih'd  with  thy  grace  ; 
There  do  thy  beauties  reign  without  contraul ; 

1  love  thee,  Morn  a  !  as  my  very  foul. 
Accept  this  flender  token  of  my  love  ; 
Let  future  fervices  my  paffibn  prove. 

To  whom' the  maid  thus  calmreply'd; — In  vain 
Thy  proffer'd  gifts  to  me;  t"hy  flatt'ring  flraln, 
DucHOMAR,  gloomy  man!  I  can't  approve 
Thy  odious  fult,  nor  lillen  to  thy  love. 
Hard  is  thy  rocky  heart,  and  dark  thy  brow  j 
Yet  freely,  whom  I  love,  I'll  here  avow. 
The  blooming  Caithbay  only  does  infpire 
My  heart  with  Jove,  and  feels  a  mutual  Sre. 
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When  I  behold  him,  all  things  gay  appear ; 

My  foul  rejoices,  and  forgets  each  care. 

Thus,  from  the  cloud-cap'd  hills  the  fun's  bright  ray, 

Scatters  the  carknefs,  and  reflores  the  day. 

Well  is  he  fiiillM  in  chacing  of  the  deer; 

And  lovely  does  he  on  his  hills  appear. 

This  day  he  early  rofe,  intent  on  fporr, 

And  with  his  train  did  to  the  woods  refort. 

Sa'vv'il:  thou  young  Caithbat  at  the  early  chacCp 

The  fon  of  Torman,  with  the  ruddy  face  ? 

Here  he  his  faithful  Morna  was  to  meet* 

Here  I  impatient  far  his  coming  wait. 

And  long  (liall  Mg?.na  ftay,  Duchomar  f^id. 
His  blood  is  fmoking  on  my  trufty  blade; 
Long  fhalt  thou  wait  for  him,  and  wait  in  vain  ;         i 
By  me,  in  equal  combat,  he  was  fl  tin.  | 
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Tht  youth  to  me  thy  beauties  would  not  yield. 
By  Branno's  ftream  we  fought— he  prefs'd  the  field. 
On  Cromla's  fide  I'll  ralle  the  hero's  tomb; 
His  mournful  friends  may  thither  weeping  come. 
Good  caufehaft  thou  to  mourn  th'  ill-fated  Chief; 
But  comfort  take,  and  give  not  way  to  grief: 
Soon  will  thy  beauties  raife  the  foft  alarms, 
'Mong  heroes  worthy  of  thy  blooming  charms. 
For   thee  I  undertook  this  fatal  flrlfe  j 
For  thee  it  was  I  robb*d  my  friend  of  life  : 
On  me  then,  faireft  maiden  !  fix  thy  love  ; 
Daughter  of  Cormac  !  of  my  fulc  approve. 
DucHOM AR  will  protecl  thee  from  all  harm  ; 
Strong  as  a  florm  In  battle  is  his  arm. 

Fall'n  is  the  fon  cf  Torman  ?  thus  replies. 
The  grief- firuck  damc;  with  forrow-ftreaming  eyes. 
Vol.  I.  E  Is 
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Is  he  thus  fnatch'd  by  an  untimely  death, 

And  fudden  funk  on  his  own  echoing  heath  ? 

The  blooming  hero  with  the  breaft  of  fnow. 

To  ocean's  ftrangers  was  a  deadly  foe  ; 
Where  was  his  equal  at  the  bounding  chace  ? 
Among  the  ruddy  youth,  fo  fair,  what  face  ? 

Caithbat  !    than  whcm  Cuchullin's  valiant  hoft, 
A  milder  air,  nor  bolder  heart  cou'd  boaft. 
Gloomy  Dtjchomar  !   thou  art  dark  indeed  ; 
Thou  cniy  cou'dft  commit  fo  foul  a  deed.     » 
Cruel  !   when  Caithbat  by  thine  arm  lies  flair. 
To  think  that  I  wou'd  liflen  to  thy  drain. 
How  ccu'dfl:  thou  hope  to  have  thy  fuit  apprcv'd, 
Thus  red  from  flaughtcr  of  the  mnn  I  lov'd  ? 
Give  me  that  fword  yet  reeking  with  his  gore  ;    " 
On  Ca IT H bat's  blocd  let  ire  my  forrcws  pour:; 

The 
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The  fword  he  gave — fileat  the  maid   appears, 
Bathing  the  blood-ftaia'd  blade  with  (Ireamin^  '  tears. 
Wildly  the  (lar'd  around,  with  grief  opprefs'd. 
Then  darting,  pinng'd  it  in  his  manly  breaft. 
As  falls  a  river-bank  with  echoing  found. 
So  funk  Due  HO  MAR  bleeding  to  the  ground. 
Panting  as  thus  he  lay,  unto  the  maid 
His  arm  he  ftretched  out,  as  thus  he  faid  ; 

Hard  recompence  of  love  thou  here  dof^  fhow  ! 

r 

Morna!   thy  hand  has  laid  Duchomah   low. 
I  die — red  in  the  life-blood  of  its  lord^ 
Cold  at  my  heart,   I  feel  the  pointed  fvvord. 
My  breathlefs  body  let  fair  Morn  a  have  ; 
With  tears  (he'll  lay  it  In  the  filent  grave. 
She  lov'd  Duchomar — that  dark  fon  of  fame 
Was  of  her  peacefal  night  the  pleafing  dream. 

E  2  When 
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When  hunters  on  the  heath  my  tomb  (hall  fee, 
They'll  fpeak  his  praife  who  fell  for  loving  thee. 
The  fteel  is  cold — I  long  to  be  at  reft — 
In  pity,  MoRNA,  draw  it  from  ray  bread:. — 

Graceful  in  forrow  went  the  weeping  maid, 
As  from  his  breaft  fhe  drew  the  reeking  blade. 
One  laft  effort  th'  expiring  hero  try'd. 
And  plung'd  his  poinard  in  her  fnov;y  fide. 
She  falls — her  yellow  hair  is  fpread  around  — 
The  lukewarm  blood  throng  burfting  from  the  wound 
Stains  her  white  arms — with  pain  fhe  draws  her  breath  ; 
And  Nature  ftartles  at  approaching  death. 
Rolling  flie  lay,  and  gafping  fhort,  flie  dy'd  ; 
To  her  laft  groans  the  cave  re-echo'd  wide. 

Fatal  effects  of  love  1  Cuchullin  faid. 
Peace  to  the  heroes  fouls  !  tco.foon  they're  dead. 

la 
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I 

jIn  former  dangers  I  have  ever  known 

Their  zeaJ,  and  valiant  deeds  in  battle  Ihown. 

Now  let  them  round  me  on  the  clouds  appear. 

Thence  fhow  their  manly  features  breathing  war  ; 

So  fliall  they  roufe  and  fire  my  foul  for  fight  ; 

So  fhall  my  arm  like  thunder  prove  in  might. 

Let  MoRNA  on  a  moon-beam  hover  near 

The  window  of  my  reft,  and  bright  appear, 

When  foes  no  longer  kindle  fierce  alarms, 

And  hufh'd  to  peace  is  the  rude  din  of  arms. 

Now  let  the  tribes,  in  thick  embattl'd  train, 

Gather  their  ftrength,  and  move  along  the  plain. 

Tov;'rds  Lochlin's  fons,  my  founding  car  attend. 

And  charge  undaunted  where  my  courfe  I  bend. 

Let  glittering  fpears  beam  dreadful  from  my  car; 

Spears  that  have  often  fhone  in  Erin's  war. 

Follow  the  bounding  of  my  foaming  fteeds 

'Galnftthe  throng  foe, ye  Chiefs ! — Cuchullin  leads. 

Be 


38  F     I     N     G     A     L.  Book 

Bi  mindful  of  the  race  from  when:e  you  cima, 
And  emulate,  in  ar.ns,  your  father's  fan^. 
'Your  king,  your  houfes,  and  your  fsrcils  iaaJs^. 
All  you  hold  dear,  is  now  withia  your  hands. 
Only  (land  firm,  the  vicl'ry  is  oar  own  ; 
When  back'd  by  you,  no  dingers  will  I  fh  i;i. 
Soon  thro'  the  foe  we'll  cut  an  ample  way  ; 
My  foul  will  brighten  in  the  gloomy  fray. 
When  round  my  blazing  Ileel  the  battle  low'rs, 
Amidft  the  armed  files  of  Lochlin's  pow'rs, 
Strong  in  his  friends,  Cue  hull  in,  o'er  the  field. 
Their  ranks  will  fcatter,  and  conrtrain  to  yield. 

As  when  a  dream  of  foam,  from  Cromla's  fteep, 
Pours  its  white  waters,  roaring,  to  the  deep  ; 
Rolls  o'er  the  rocks,  with  headlong  rapid  force, 
And  thro*  the  vales  precipitates  its  courfe  :  f 

Wher 
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When  thunder  rolls,   and  clouds  defcend  in  rain, 
And  dark-brown  nighlis  fpread  o'er  half  the  phiin  : 

io  fierce,  fo  vaft,  fo  terrible  appear, 
Th.&  Tons  of  Eri  n,  rufhing  to  the  war. 
Full  in  the  van,  confi:)icuous  to  the  fight, 
TucHULLiN  bounds,  exulting  in  liis  might. 
The  whale  of  Ocean  thus  triumphant  rides, 
\midft  the  rage  of  ftorms  and  rufhing  tides ; 
lis  billows  follow  where  he  leads  the  way, 
I  he  foam  he  dafhes,  and  confounds  the  fea  : 
'rovok'd,  his  valour  forth,  as  ftreams,  he  pours, 

oiling  his  might  alcng  the  founding  (hores. 

The  dreadful  noife  approaching,  Swaran  hears, 
s  winter-ftorms  refcunding  in  his  ears, 
e  orders,  firaight,  to  firike  his  boffy  fhield, 
nd  calls  the  fon  of  A r no  o'er  the  field. 

Vvhat 
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What  noife,  faid  he,  thus  rolls  along  the  the  hills. 

As  found  of  gather'd  flies,  or  raurm'ring  rills  ? 

So  GoRMAL  echoes  to  the  rolling  flood; 

So  ruflling  winds  roar  in  the  diftant  wood.; 

When  gloomy -tempefts  gather  in  the  fl<.ies. 

Before  the  white  tops  of  my  waves  arife. 

Hade,  Arno's  fon  !  and  climb  that  mountain's  brow 

See  if  thou  canft  difcern  the  coming  foe  ; 

Left  In NiSF  ail's  dark  fons  their  courfe  here  bend. 

And  o'er  the  heath  to  fudden  fight  defcend. 


He  went ;. — he  fpy'd  the  foe  ; — ^^nor  long  he  (laid, 
But  fwift  return'd,  all  trembling  and  difmay'd. 
His  eyes  roll  widely  round  ;  his  mouth  gapes  wide  ; 
High  bounds  his  lab'ring  heart  againft  his  fide  : 
,Fear-firuck ;  when  near  at  hand  he  faw  the  foe, 
His  words  are  interrupted,  £iiut'ring,  flow. 

Swa.raI 
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SwARAN  !  thou  Chief  of  dark-brown  flrelds  !  zviCi, 
Area,  arm,  thou  fon  of  Ocean  !  thus  he  cries. 
The  mountain- ftream  of  battle  waves  afar, 
Erin's  deep-moving  flrength  demands  the  war. 
The  fonsof  Innisfail,  along  the  heath, 
Like  gathering  clouds  approach,  and  threaten  death. 
Swift,  as  a  meteor  gliding  thro'  the  air, 
■  Thus  flaming  high  cooks  on  the  rapid  car  ; 
The  car  of  battle,  tow'ring  to  the  fight, 
Where  fits  the  mighty  Chief,  renown'd  in  fight. 
To  war  he  comes,  exulting  in  his  force  ; 
Dreadful  in  arms,  refiftlefs  in  hi*  cSurfe. 
As  waves  behind  a  rock  appears  from  far. 
Or  mill:  along  the  heath,  his  bending  car  ; 
Its  fides  embofs'd  with  (lones  are  fparkling  bright. 
As  fhines  the  fea  around  the  boat  of  night  j 
Of  fmootheft  bone,  its  feat  is  fair  to  viev.*; 
Its  mighty  beam  is  form'd  of  polifh'd  yew  ; 

Vol.  I.  F  Stor'd 
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Stor'd  are  its  gleaming  fides  with  rattling  fpears ; 
Footftool  of  heroes  fam'd  in  Erin's  wars 
Is  its  flrong  bottom  : — Thro'  th'  embattl'd  plain 
It  rolls  deftrudion  on  the  hoftile  train. 

"Before  the  car,  upon  the  right,  is  feen 
The  ftrong,  proud-pawing  courfer  of  the  plain. 
High-man'd,  broad-chefted,  is  the  fnorting  horfe  ; 
The  ground  he  fwallows  in  his  thund'rlng  courfe  5 
And  as  his  flowing  mane  he  waves  on  high, 
it  feems  a  ftream  of  fmcke  along  the  fky. 
Bright,  fmooth,  and  glofTy,  is  each  fhining  fide; 
Majeflic  on  he  moves,  in  martial  pride; 
Rufhes,  undaunted,  to  the  field  of  fame; 
SuLiN-siFADDA  is  his  wcll-known  name. 
Not  lefs  impetuous  in  his  founding  courfe. 
Upon  the  left,  is  feen  the  fnorting  horfe  ; 

His 
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His  mane,  dark-waving,  o'er  his  flioulders  flies; 
His  brlght-ftarr'd  head  he  tofles  to  the  fides ; 
Strong  hoof 'd, and  fleet.he  (hakes  the  trembling  ground 
He  champs  the  bit,  and  throws  his  foam  around  ; 
Confclous  of  freedom,  fcorns  the  ftrait'ning  rein  ; 
His  name  DusaaNKAL,  'mong  the  warrior- train, 
A  thoufand  thongs  bind  high  the  rapid  car,  . 
Which' brings  the  leader  of  young  Gor mac's  war  ; 
Hard-polifli'd  bits  thro'  wreaths  of  foam  fhine  bright; 
The  gorgeous  trappings  caft  a  fplehdid  light; 
Smooth  radiant  reins  the  [lately  fteeds  bedeck, 
Thin  thongs  inlaid  with  gems  bend  round  each  neck; 
The  deeds,  with  headlong  pace  and  loofen'd  reins, 
Like  wreaths  of  mid,  fly  o'er  the  ftreamy  plains ; 
Wildnefs  of  deer  they  in  their  courfe  difplay. 
The  eagle's  ftrength  defcending  on  her  prey  : 
rheir  noife,  as  on  they  ru(h  with  uncheck'd  pride, 
Liike  vrinter-blafts  on  Gormal's  fnowy  fide. 

F  2  The 
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The  dauntlefs  Chief  is  feen  within  the  car, 

Who,  ftroag  as  florms,  confounds  the  ranks  of  war  ; 

Cue  HULL  IN  is  the  mighty  hero's  name, 

The  fon  of  generous  Semo  known  to  fame. 

His  ftature  (all,  and  graceful  to  the  view  ; 

His  ruddy  cheek  is  like  my  polifh'd  yew: 

Beneath  his  dark-arch'd  brow,  his  rolling  eye 

Darts  terrors  forth,  from  which  the  valiant  fly  ; 

And  as  he  forward  bends  to  wield  the  fpear, 

Like  flame  flies  from  his  head  his  waving  hair. 

Fly,  fon  of  Ocean  !   o'er  your  feas  again, 

Cue  HULL  IN,  like  a  fl;orm,  rolls  o'er  the  plain. 

To  whom,  incens'd,  thus  Swaran  made  reply  ; 
Chief  of  the  little  foul  !  when  did  I  fly  ? 
O  Arno's  fon  !  thou'rt  fiU'd  with  groundlefs  fearsft 
When  fled  I  from  the  flrife  of  many  fpears  ? 

Wl 
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Why  thus  unforc'd  flioulJ  I  Co  tamely  yield  ; 

And,   ere  the  fight  begins,  refign  the  field  i 

The  dorms  that  roar  round  Gormal  I  have  try'd  ; 

The  foaming  billows,  and  their  force,  defy'd ; 

I've  met  the  raging  tempells  of  the  fky  ; 

And  from  a  fingle  hero  fliall  I  fly  ? 

Not  Fii< gal's  felf,  were  Fingal  to  appear, 

Wou'd  awe  my  foul,  or  darken  it  with  fear, 

Arife  !  my  thoufands,  to  the  battle's  roar  ! 

Fierce  as  the  echoing  main  around  me  pour  ! 

Where  waves  my  fteel,   throng,  gather  on  the  ftrand. 

Impregnable  as  rocks  on  Lochlin's  land  I 

My  rocks,  that  meet  with  joy  the  fwelling  floods, 

And  to  the  winds  ftre.tch  forth  their  Ihady  woods. 

And  now  'twixt  hod  and  hoft,  In  dread  array. 
Small  fpace  was  left  ere  join'd  in  bloody  fray. 

Dark, 
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Dark,  as  when  Autumn's  dorms  difpate  on  high. 
From  echoing  hills,  the  empire  of  the  fi^y  ; 
Before  their  troops,  exulting  in  their  might, 
The  heroes  'gainfl:  each  other  rufli  to  fight. 
As  o'er  high  rocks  dark  ftreams  their  courfe  maintain^ 
And  meet,  and  mix,  and  roar  upon  the  plain ; 
Loch  LIN  and  Erin  thus  their  fquadrons  drfew  ; 
Loud,  rough,  and  dark,  to  battle  thus  they  flew  : 
High  blaze   their  fwords,  and  loud  their  fhields  re-. 

found  } 
With  furious  (hock  they  (hake  the  folid  ground. 
Dire  was  the  onfet  of  each  gloomy  van  ; 
Chief  mix'd  his  ftrokes  with  Chief,  and  man  with  man; 
*Gainft  fteel  fteel  clafh'd  ;  helmets  are  cleft  on  high  ; 
Swords  o'er  the  plain  in  flaming  fplinters  fly  ; 
Spears  launch'd  from  far,  beam  with  a  tranfient  light. 
As  meteors  gll-d  the  ftormy  face  of  night. 

From 
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From  twanging  hows  throng  (Kow'rs  of  arrows  fly. 
And  clouds  of  darts  obfcure  the  liquid  fky. 
Blood  flows  in  ftreams,  and  fmokes  the  field  around; 
And  heaps  of  bodies  raife  the  level  ground. 

Loud  as  a  whirlwind,  ruftilng  to  the  fliore 
From  the  mid  ocean,  drives  the  waves  before; 
As  peals  of  thunder  fliake  the  diftant  poles ; 
So  loud,  fo  deep,  the  noife  of  battle  rolls. 
Tho*  Co RM Ac's  hundred  tuneful  bards  were  there, 
To  give  to  Fame  the  fortune  of  the  war  ; 
Feeble  their  hundred  voices,-  faint  their  lay, 
To  tell  the  labours  of  that  well-fought  day  : 
Such  ftreams  of  blood  were  fpilt  on  either  fide  ; 
So  many  flaughter'd  heroes  fweli'd  the  tide. 

Ye  fons  of  Song  !  lament  in  mournful  Rrainr 
Noble  SiTHALiN  Uretch'd  upon  the  plain  ! 

O'er 
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O'er  the  dark  heath  let  Fiona  vent  her  fighs, 

For  her  lov'd  Ardan,  let  her  forrows  rife  : 

By  Swaran's  mighty  hand  thefe  funk  In  death. 

As  two  young  hinds  extended  on  the  heath  ; 

Where,  'midft  the  roar  of  thoufands,  he  engag'd, 

Like  the  fhrill  fpirit  of  a  ftorm  enrag'd, 

That  fits  e<nthron'd  in  clouds  on  Gormal's  he'ght, 

And  fees  the  failors  perlfh  with  delight. 


A  fhare  no  lefs  the  fon  of  Semo  takes 
In  the  dire  fray,  nor  lefs  deftru£\ion  makes. 
Thro'  adverfe  foes  he  hews  an  ample  way 
With  his  bright  fword,  which  flieds  a  ftreamy  ray, 
Which  mows  down  ranks,  and  makes  the  mighty  yiel 
Keen  as  the  light'nings  flafli  along  the  field  j 
When  people  by  its  breath  are  blafted  found, 
And  all  the  woody  hills  are  burning  round,  j|; 

T.h<* 
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rhefe  his  fpear  reaches,  over  thofe  he  rolls 
4Is  rapid  car,  and  crulh^s  out  their  fouls. 
^Vhere'er  he  drives  in  his  impetuous  courfe. 
The  fcatter'd  fquadrons  bend  before  his  force. 
His  fnorting  horfes,  heedlefs  of  the  reins, 
O'er  flaughter'd  heroes  fcow'r  along  the  plains; 
Their  hoofs  are  bath'd  in  blood,  and  as  they  bound. 
The  gore  and  mingling  duft  are  fpread  around, 
Thund'ring  he  drives,  and  wherefoe'er  he  goes, 
le  leaves  behind  a  lane  of  flaughter'd  foes. 
,Vith  fadJen  bhfts  thus  fpirits  of  the  night 
The  lofry  groves  o'erturn  from  Cromla's  height. 

Now  may'd  thou  mourn,  O  maid  of  Innistore  ! 
The  youth  thou  lov'dft  lies  bleeding  on  the  fiiore  : 
Mix  with  the  waves  thy  tears,  the  wind  thy  fighs  ! 
li«|B:d  the  Icud  forrows  o'er  the  rocks  arife  ; 

Vol.  I.  G  Let 
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Let  thy  fair  form,  while  thus  thoa  dod  compliiin, 
Be  feen  low-bending  o'er  the  rolling  main, 
As  looks  a  mountain  fpirit  from  on  high. 
That  on  a  fan-beam  glides  along  the  fky, 
And  bright  appears  to  view,  when  filence  reigns, 
At  noon-tide  hour,  on  Morven's  verdant  plains. 
The  lovely  youth,  the  caufe  of  all  thy  wo. 
Beneath  Cuchullin's  pow'rful  arm  lies  low  : 
From  the  bleak  fliore  he  never  more  fh  ill  rife, 
Nor  from  the  ftrife  of  heroes  glad  thine  eyes; 
No  more,  relying  on  his  martial  fame. 

To  royal  blood  alliance  fhall  he  claim. 

Now  nr.ay'ft  thou  weep,  O  maid  of  Inni  store! 

The  brave,  the  blooming  Trenar  is  no  more. 

Kis  dogs  at  home  lament  their  m.aller  loft:. 

As  howling  they  behold  his  pafilng  ghofl ; 

Kis  heat«Ji  of  hinds  no  more  his  voice  (hall  knew  ; 

WIthm  his  hail,  unftrung,  is  feeu  his  bow. 
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As  roll  a  thoufand  waves  againfl  a  rock, 
Swaran's  dark  hoft  advanc'd  with  furious  fiiock. 
As  meets  a  rock  a  thoufand  foaming  waves, 
So  Inn  IS  FAIL  the  (hock  ofLocHLiN  braves: 
With  force  unbated,  each  maintains  the  field, 
And  hearts  are  pierc'd  unknowing  how  to  yield  : 
With  fpears  afar,  with  fwords  at  hand,   they  ftrlke  ; 
And  zeal  of  llaughter  fires  their  f:)uls  alike. 
Death  all  his  dreadful  voices  raifes  round  ; 
The  clanging  arms  and  iliields  increafe  the  found. 
Each  Chiei  's  a  darken'd  pillar  fall  of  ire. 
And  in  his  hand  the  fword  a  beam  of  fire. 
The  fi-.ld  re  echoes  wide  from  wing  to  wing  ; 
Each  hoft  with  ftorms  cf  ftrokes  does  mutual  ring, 
Thus  on  the  hlffing  Reel,  when  blows  go  round. 
An  hundred  hammers  fall  with  thund'ring  found. 

G  t  Lol 
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Lo  !  thefe  two  Chiefs,  on  Lena's  waving  heath 
That  lowering  meet,  with  looks  denouncing  death,    .. 
And  rufli  againft  each  other  to  the  war  ! 
As  two  dark  clouds,  encount'ring,  they  appear  ; 
Their  fwcrds  like  light'nlng  flaming  to  and  fro. 
In  mortal  battle,  dealing  blow  for  blow  ; 
Direful  the  (hock  !   when  hand  to  hand  they  meet. 
Trembles  the  hollow  ground  beneath  their  feet. 
The  little  hills  are  troubled  all  around, 
The  fliores  and  mofs-grown  rocks  repeat  the  found  ;  ' 
'Tis  SwARAN  there,   and  great  Cuchullin  here,       I 
Their  anxious  hofts  behold  the  ftrife  wiLh  fear. 
Shrill  fbouts  and  clamours  ring  on  either  fide; 
As  hope  and  dread  their  panting  hearts  divide; 
"While  dim  the  Chiefs  upon  the  heath  engage. 
With  equal  force  and  unextinguifli'd  rage; 
Till  fudden  night  defcending  from  the  Ikies, 
In  clouds  conceals  them  from  their  wond'ring  eyes. 

Then 
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Then  Erin's,  valiant  fonsin  haue  repair 
To  Cromla's  ftaggy  fiJe,  and  breathe  from  war. 
The  dark-brown  deer,  by  Dorglass  In  th'^t  place 
\Vere  left,  the  early  fortune  of  the  chace, 
"Which  on  that  day  were  by  the  heroes  flain, 
Ere  Lochlin's  fons  arriv'd  on  Ullin's  plain. 
Thro'  Cromla's  groves  the  axes  laud  refound. 
Firs  fill  from  high,  tall  oaks  are  fpread  around. 
Some  th'  unwieldy  weight  of  trunks  receive, 
Which  others  take,  and  with  their  wedges  cleave. 
The  piles  are  rais'd,  the  crackling  fparks  expire; 
Ten  heroes  then  blow  up  and  fin  the  fire. 
The  kindling  wood  far  round  its  beams  difplays, 
The  neighb'ring  hills  are  brighten'd  with  the  blaze. 
Forgetful  of  their  toils,  and  ilretch'd  at  eafe. 
They  now  prepare  their  hunger  to  appeafe  ; 
Some  Rrip  the  flcin,  fome  portion  out  the  fpoil ; 
Some  on  the  fire  the  reeking  entrails  broil : 

An 
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An  hundred  youths  colled  the  ready  heath  ; 
They  dig  the  pit,  lay  polifh'd  flones  beneath  : 
Three  hundred  choofe  them  with  impatient  haRe  * 
The  fire  below  prepares  the  fweet  repafl: : 
Each  for  his  friends  did  ample  (lores  provide, 
The  feaft,   in  order  laid,  is  fmoklng  wide. 

Then,  as  with  eager  appetite  they  dine, 
And  chear  themfelves  with  venifon  and  wine, 
The  great  Cuchullin,   Chief  of  Erin's  war, 
Refum'd  his  mighty  foul,  and  on  his  fpear 
Half-leaning  flood — to  Carril  he  addrefb'd 
The  gen'rous  thoughts  that  glow'd  within  his  breaft 
Carril  !   Ce an fe ana's  fon,  the  gray- hair 'd  bard, 
\Yhofe  drains,  in  former  times,  with  joy  were  heard. 

Shall  I^  alone,  enjoy  this  ample  fiore, 
While  Lochun's  king  remains  on  Ullin's  fiiore  ; 

Farl 
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Far  from  the  Jeer  that  on  his  hills  are  found  ; 
F.ir  from  the  halls  that  with  his  feafts  refcund  ? 
Carri  l,  of  other  times  !  arife,  and  beir 
J..'y  friendly  mefT^ge  to  great  Swaran^  ear  : 
Tell  him  that  came  far  o'er  the  rolling  main, 
To  wafte  with  hofllle  arms  fair  Cllin's  plain: 
Tell  him,  that  here  Cuchullin  gives  his  feaft, 
And  bid  him  hither  come  a  welcome  gueft  • 
Here  fafe  lie  may  repofe  till  morning's  light; 
My  founding  groves  to  retl  will  him  invite- 
For  cold  and  ble^k  he  feels  on  the  bare  coaft 
7  he  winds  by  which  his  foamy  feas  are  tofs'd  : 
Here  let  him  pralfe  the  lightly- trembling  firing, 
And  hear  my  bards  the  dee-ds  of  heroes  fing. 


SS 


Carril  with  fofteil  voice  went  tow'rds  the  fhore. 
And  to  ihQ  King  of  Shields  his  mefl^ge  bore* 

Arife  ! 
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Arlfe  !   and  leave  the  dark  fklns  of  thy  chacc, 

O  King  of  Groves  !   I  bring  the  words  of  peace  : 

CucHULLiN  now  enjoys  the  genial  feaft, 

To  which  he  thee  invites  a  welcome  gueft  : 

The  ftrength  of  (hells  goes  round— he  bids  thee  (hare 

The  feaft  of  heroes,  and  the  fongs  of  war. 

Before  a  ftorm,  as  Cromla's  hollow  noife, 
Thus  Sv/ARAN  anfwer'd  with  a  fallen  voice  : 
Tho'  Innisfail's  fair  daughters  bade  me  go, 
And  to  embrace  me  flretch'd  their  arms  of  fnow  ; 
Tho'  all  on  me  ftiould  roll  love- darting  eyes ; 
And  all  their  heaving  breafts  to  tempt  me  rife. 
Yet  here  on  Ullin's  (hore  I  fiiou'd  remain, 
Fix'd  as  my  rocks  that  brave  the  founding  main  ; 
'Till  in  the  eaft  appear  the  morning- ray, 
That  joins  our  low 'ring  heft  in  bloody  fray. 

Tlic 
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The  earlieft  beam  fhall  find  me  on  the  heath. 

And  h'ght  my  fteps  to  dark  CucHilLtiN's  death. 

It  is  with  joy  that  Lochlin's  wind  I  hear; 

Its  rufhing  blaft  is  mufic  to  my  ear  t 

As  whittling  thro'  my  lofty  fhrouds  it  roars, 

And  drives  my  foaming  waves  on  Ullin's  fhorssl 

It  calls  my  waving  forefts  to  my  mind, 

GbRMAL's  green  woods,  that  often  to  the  wind 

Have  echo'd,  when  amidft  the  fylvan  war, 

Ih  the  fierce  boar  I've  plung'd  the  bloody  fpeaf. 

But  tell  CucHULLiN  to  refign  the  field. 

And  Co RM Ac's  ancient  throne  to  Swaran  yield; 

This  well-try'd  faulchion  elfe  fhall  reach  his  hearti 

Or  his  laft  fpirit  fmoke  upon  my  dart ; 

The  f^A'elling  torrents,  pilrple  with  his  blood. 

Shall  o'er  the  mountains  roil  a  crimfon  flood. 

Vol.  L  n  Carril 
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Carri  t  this  heard,  return'd  without  delay  ; 
Swift  o'er  the  heath  he  trode  his  former  way  ; 
With  penfive  looks  his  aged  courfe  he  bends, 
To  where  CuCHyLLiN  feafted  with  his  friends  « 
And,  fad,  he  fays,  the  anfwer  which  I  bring  ; 
Sad  are  the  words  of  Lochlin*s  haughty  king; 
SwARAN  Youchfafes  not  of  thy  feaft  to  fhare, 
But  threatens  vengeance,  flaughter,  and  grim  war. 

Then  fmiling  thus,  the  blue-ey'd  Chief  reply'd  s 
And  let  him  threat,  that  gloomy  fon  of  pride  ! 
And  fad  and  fatal  to  himfelf  alone 
Become  th'  event — fuccefs  our  arms  may  crown. 
To  his  throng  hoft  we  did  not  tamely  yield  ; 
Nor  were  we  firft  to  quit  th*  enfanguin'd  field ; 
Tho*  not  with  equal  numbers  we  engag'd, 
With  equal  fortune  yet  the  war  is  wag'd. 
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j  Glory  the  prize,  we'll  ftiU  perform  our  parts 

I  With  manly  force,  and  with  undaunted  hearts. 
Juft  is  our  caufe — we  fight  for  Cormac's  throne  ; 
Our  hopes  muft  center  on  ourfelves  alone  : 
If  fenfe  of  honour,  and  if  Ibuls  fecure] 
Of  native  worth,  that  can  all  teft  endure. 
Can  promife  aught,  or  on  themfelves  rely,  \ 
Greatly  to  dare,  to  conquer,  or  to  die  ; 
Tho*few,  fuftain'd  by  thefe,  we  yet  may  meet 
Dark  Lochlin's  troops,  and  promife  their  defeat 
Conqueft  in  fuch  a  caufe  our  arms  will  crown  ; 

Ours  be  the  danger,  ours  the  high  renown. 

Some  friends,  tho'  diftant,  we  have  yet  in  ftore ; 

Great  Fingal  foon  may  land  on  Ullin*s  fliore. 

*Twas  SwARAN  this  deftrudtiye  war  began  ; 

He  firft  may  fall  in  fight,  vain-glorious  man  t 

Already  has  he  met,  nor  void  of  fear, 

Qbferv'd  the  fury  of  my  flying  fpcar. 

H  2  His 
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His  lofs  does  ours  exceed  ;  this  fatal  hand 
Has  coverM  with  more  corps  thefangulne  ftrand. 
If  any  doubt  remains  who  dares  the  moft, 
To-morrow  let  us  try  on  Ullin's  coaft  ; 
Meanwhile,  O  Carril  !  raife  thy  tuneful  voice'; 
Let  deeds  of  former  times  our  hearts  rejoice. 
Send  thou  away  the  tedious  night  in  fong. 
And  pour,  O  Bard  !   the  joy  of  grief  along  5 
For  many  heroes,  many  maids  of  love, 
Of  other  days,  on  Erin's  plains  did  move; 
And  fweet  are  heard  on  Albion's  rocks  of  fnoW| 
The  foothing  ftrains  of  foft  melodious  wo. 
When  o'er  the  heath  is  ceas'd  the  hunter's  noife. 
And  Gona's  ftreams  refound  to  Ossian's  voice. 

Then  Carril  thus  began : — In  former  days. 
Strangers  to  Erin  came  far  o'er  the  feas, 

i 
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•\  A  thoufand  vefT^ls  bound  along  the  main, 
AndjJour  their  troops  on  Uj-ljn's  Jovelv  plain. 
Agalnft  the  race  of  dark-brown  fhields,  arofe 
The  fens  oflsKisFAiL  to  meet  the  foes; 
The  valiant  Cairbar,  firfi:  of  men,  was  there; 
And  there  did  Grudar,  ftately  youth,  appear  : 
Long  for  the  fpotted  bull  the  heroes  ftrove ; 
The  bull  thatlow'd  thro' Golbun's  echoing  grove  ; 
Each  claim'd  him  as  his  own,  and  on  the  heath. 
Each  in  the  (Irife  had  v.'ell  nigh  funk  in  death  : 
Now  friends  and  bold  companions  of  the  fight, 
Againfl:  the  common  foe  they  join  their  might  ; 
For  fide  by  fide,  amidfl;  the  warring  courfe. 
Where  rag'd  the  Chiefs  with  unrefifted  force, 
f  he  fons  of  Ocean  are  difpers'd  and  yield. 
And  leave  them  makers  of  the  well-fought  field  ; 
Them  vidors,  loud  the  fhouting  troops  proclaim  ; 
Cairbar  and  Grudar,  thus  were  known  to  fame. 

But 
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But  ah  !  that  e'er  on  Golbun*s  echoing  heath, 
Low'd  the  fair  bull  that  caus'd  tlie  hero's  death  ; 
For  lo  !  triumphant  as  they  came  from  fight,  \ 

The  fatal  bull  leap'd  fportive  in  their  fight;  f* 

Stately  he  was  and  tempting  to  the  viev/,  I 

At  this  their  hoftile  rage  broke  out  anew  : 
Furious  they  fought  by  Lubar's  flowing  ftream; 
Young  Grudar  fell,  bright  as  a  tranfient  beam.       i^ 

i 

To  Tura's  verdant  vale  fierce  Cairbar  came,   i 
Brassollis  there,  the  lovely  mournful  dame, 
His  faireft  fifter,  vents  her  wo  alone. 
The  hills  refounded  to  her  plantlve  moan, 
Grudar  was  ever  lovely  In  her  eye  ; 
Of  her  fofc  foul  he  was  the  fecret  figh  ; 
His  gallant  deeds  the  fubjed  of  her  ftrains; 
She  pours  the  fong  of  grief  along  the  plains; 

She 
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She  mourn'd  him  abfcnt  'midft  furroundlng  foes ; 
Anxious  for  him  her  trembling  foul  arofe. 
For  him  her  heavy  breaft  is  fill'd  with  fighs. 
Yet  hopes  his  fafe  return  to  blefs  her  eyes. 
Her  fnowy  bofom  from  her  robe  is  feen, 
As  fliines  the  moon  thro'  clouds  o'er  heav'n's  blue  plain  j 
And  fofter  than  the  harp's  melodious  noife, 
Amidft  the  fong  of  grief  Ihe  rais'd  her  voice. 
On  the  young  Grudar  fhe  had  fix'd  her  foul  ; 
On  him  her  eyes  their  fecret  looks  did  roll  : 
**  When  fhalt  thou  In  thy^fhining  arms  appear  ? 
<«  When  Cialt  thou  come,  thou  mighty  in  the  war?" 
Thus  fung  the  fair,  when  Cairbar  o'er  the  field 
Came  haftily,  and  rais'd  a  bloody  lliield, 
And  thus  he  faid  :    Brass ollis  !  on  the  wall 
Take  and  fix  high  this  fhield  within  my  hall  ; 
Let  future  limes,  my  weil-won  trophies  know, 
This  Is  the  armour  cf  my  vanquilh'd  foe. 
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Her  fcft  heart  beat  agai^fl  her  fide  ;  fhe  knew 
The  blood- ftain'd  arms  ;  dillraded,  pale,  llie  flew  ; 
She  found  her  lovely  youth  on  Cromla's  heath, 
Vv'ek'ring  in  blood  ;  flie  funk  o'er  him  in  death. 
Here  refts  then-  dull,  Cuchulim,  in  our  view. 
From  either  grave  there  fprings  a  lonely  yew  ; 
Their  mournful  heads  are  nodding  in  the  flcy  ; 
Their  bending  branches  wifii  to  meet  on  high^ 
it'air  was  Brassollis  on  the  graffy  plain; 
Brave  Grudar  on  the  hill  did  glory  gain. 
The  bards  to  future  times  their  praife  (hall  give  } 
Fam'd  in  the  fong,  their  names  Hiall  ever  live. 

Pleafint  thy  voice,  O  Carril,  to  my  ears  S 
And  lovely  are  the  words  of  other  years  ; 
(Thus  Erin's  chief);  joy  to  my  foul  they  bring,      m. 
As  fc'ft  they  Ull,  like  the  cala^  fho^'v  of  fpi-ing. 
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V»  !\en  looks  the  fun  hot  beaming  from  on-high, 
|,  Aad  thin  gray  clouds  along  the  green  hills  fly. 
Now,  Carril,  of  my  love  Bragela  fing, 
While  to  thy  voice  thou  join'fl:  thy  trembling  ftring  ; 
Of  Dunscaich's  lonely  fun-beam  let  me  hear, 
And  .with  thy  fweeteft  notes  delight  my  ear  : 
Strike  then  the  harp,  in  fairl^RAGELA's  praife. 
Soft  as  her  charms,  pour  forth  the  tender  lays  ; 
She,  the  lov'd  fpoufe  of  gallant  Semo's  fon, 
Now  in  Tfle  of  Mift  is  left  alone  ; 
Oft  from  the  rocky  margin  of  the  main, 
She  looks  to  find  my  fails,  but  looks  in  vain  : 
Say,  do'ft  thou  raife  thy  fair  face  from  the  (horc, 
And  hear  the  rolling  feas  at  diftance  roar  ? 
Oft  fhall  the  foaming  waves  thro'  dafky  night, 
For  my  white  fails  deceive  thy  weary  fight. 
Retire,  my  love  !  Now  clouds  obfcure  the  ilty, 
And  in  thy  ftruggling  hair  the  moift  winds  fly  : 

I  Go 
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Go  to  my  founding  halls,  where  oft  was  fliar'd 
The  fcaft  delicious  by  thy  hands  preparM  ; 
Where  oft  was  heard  the  voice  of  mirth  and  joy ; 
Where  ev*ry  hour  in  blifs  we  did  employ: 
Think  on  thofe  happy  times,  when  on  thy  bread 
I  footh'd  my  forrows,  hufti'd  my  cares  to  reft  : 
Now  let  them  light  the  oak's  refplendent  firCg 
Compos'd  for  reft,  do  thou  from  all  retire. 
Indulge  this  thought,  and  let  thy  hopes  arife, . 
CucHULLiN  foon  may  come  to  blefs  thy  eyes  5 
But  not  till  Erin's  freed  from  war's  alarms, 
'Till  hufh'd  to  peace  is  the  rude  din  of  arms^ 
Shall  he  return  —he'll  drive  th'  invading  foe 
From  Ullin's  coaft,  or  will  himfelf  lie  low. 
Triumphant  1  (hall  reach  ray  native  fhore, 
Or  Dunscaich's  tow'ring  halls  behold  no  more* 
O  CoNNAL  !    lovely  with  her  raven  hair 
Is  Sqrglan's. daughter  of  the  bofom  fair. 
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[i;  a,rief  and  folItuJe  (he's  left  behind. 
B  Jt  now's  no  time — O  fend  her  from  my  mind  ! 
I  Let  me  no  longer  think  of  her  foft  charms  ; 
Tell  me  of  battles  and  of  iounding  arms. 

To  whom  thus  Cosnal,  flow  to  fpeal:,  replied; 
Againft  th'  impending  danger  let's  provide  ; 
;Let  thy  dark  troop  of  night  be  now  prepar'd, 
*GaInft  Ocean's  race,  and  ftand  upon  their  guard,; 
Let  them  go  forth  and  watch  with  heedful  care, 
LeftSwARAN  undertake  the  nightly  war  j 
Left  in  dark  ambufli  he  the  heath  forelay. 
Ere  morning  join  our  hofts  in  bloody  fray  : 
Let  all  things  needful  for  defence  abound  : 
By  turns  let  every  hero  walk  the  round  : 
"Tis  fit  that  ev'ry  Chief  by  night  fliould  {hare 
The  common  danger,  and  divide  the  care : 

I  2  ^or 
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For  when,  O  Chief,   th'  occafion  preffes  hard 
*Tis  wifdom  'gain ft  the  wcrft  to  be  prepar'd  !  — 
I  was  Cue  HULL  IN,  and  I  am  for  peace  ; 
I  wiih'd  to  fliim  the  war,   'til  Morven's  race 
Came  o'er  the  fea — till  Fingal,  firftof  men, 
Beam'd  like  the  fun  along  green  Ullin's  plain. 

The  hero  ftruck  the  fli'eld  of  his  alarms, 
Forth  mov'd  the  warriors  of  the  night  in  arns. 
With  heedful  care  they  look  around  the  coaft, 
And  watch  the  motions  cf  proud  Swaran's  hod. 
The  reft  rpon  the  heath  of  deer  are  laid, 
And  'midft  the  dufl<y  wind  In  fleep  are  fpread. 
The  ghofts  of  thofe  who  lately  fell  in  war. 
Swim  on  the  gloomy  clouds  and  hover  near; 
Like  a  thin  fmoke  each  flitting  fpirit  flies, 
And  o'er  his  friends  he  raifes  feeble  cries. 
From  far  death*s  difmal  voices  all  around 
Are  heard  •  the  heath  is  wrapt  in  night  profound. 
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The  gho/i  of  Crugal,  one  of  the  Ir'ifo  heroes  nuho 
nvas  killed  in  battle,  appearing  to  Connal,  foretels  ths 
defeat  of  CuchuHin  in  the  next  battle ;  and  earnejlly 
advifes  him  to  make  peace  nuith  Swaran. — Connal 
communicates  the  vifion ;  hut  Cuchuilin  //  infleuhle^ 
from,  a  principle  of  honour  he  ivoidd  not  be  the  firft  to 
fue  for  peace,  and  he  refolved  to  continue  the  ivar, — 
Morning  comes. — Swaran  propofes  diftjonourahle  terms 
t«  Cuchuilin,  luhich  are  reje^ed. — The  battle  begim^ 
and  is  ohjlinately  fought  for  fome  tine  ;  until,  upon  the 
fight  (j/'Grumal,  the  n^hole  of  Cachullin'x  army  gave 
ivay, —  Cuchuilin  and  Connrj  make  a  noble  f  and)  and 
€ov(r  their    retreat, — Carrll    leah    them  to  a  neigh" 

beuring 


[    70    3 

louring  hill,  thither  they  are  foon  folloiued  hy  Cuchul- 
Ymhimfelf.  Hdtice  he  defer  ies  the  fleet  o/"Fmgal,  ma^ 
king   tonuards  the  coaji, — hut  night  coming  on^  he  lof&s 

fight    of  it Deje^ed  after  his  defeat,  he  attributes 

his  ill fuccefs  to  the  death  of  Ferda,  his  friend,  nuhom 
he  had  killed  fame  time  before — Carrll,  to  f?eiv  that 
ill  fuccefs  did  not  alnvays  attend  thofe  nuho  innocently 
killed  their  friends,  introduces  the  epifode    of  Connal 

^«</Galvina. In  this  hook  the  poet  teaches  us  the  opi 

nicns  that  prevailed  in  his  time,  concerning  the  fiate  of 
fepar  ate  fouls,  andnve  alfj  gather,  that  they  thought  the 

foul  'Uias  material. Fe'vo  names  unmentioned  hefort 

occur  in  this  hook. — Colg-er,  fierce,  valiant  man. — 
Morla,  great  hand. —  Deu-gala,  or  Deo-geal^  nvhite  or 
fhining  beam. — Comal,  cr  Caomh-mhalla,  viild,  ot 
calm  bronv. — Galvina,  or  GcRh'm.fair,  fmooth,  or  fofi 

tempered. The  names,  Ferda  and  D^mm^  feem  no. 

t< 
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to  belong  to  Gal'ic  originally  ;  at  leajl,  -we  cannoty  at 
this  day^  derive  them  from  that  language  — Ded- 
gaJ,  'white,  fmooth  teeth, — Deo-grena,  tay  of  the 
fun. — Mor-glan,  brave,  and  graceful. — C.onloch,  or 
Ce.un-laoch,  mild  hero. 
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IV  1 OW  welcome  fleep  the  weary  troops  relieveS| 

And  after  cares  and  labours  paft  revives; 
CoKNAL,  the  valiant  hero,  fpeaks  repofe 
I^igh  where  a  mountain- ftream  in  murmurs  flows  j 
beneath  an  aged  tree  the  Chief  is  laid, 
A  ftone  with  all  its  mofs  fupports  his  head  ; 
Shrill  o'er  the  heath  he  hears,  through  dulky  night,  ] 
The  voice  of  thofe  who  lately  fell  in  fight. 
Vol.  I.  K  Keareft 
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Nearell  the  foe,  at  diftance  from  the  reft, 
The  warior  lies — no  fears  poflefs  his  breaft, 
Djflblv'd  in  {lumbers,  from  the  bufy  day^ 
Forgetful  of  his  toils  as  thus  he  lay; 
He  thought  he  faw  a  dark-red  fiery  ftream 
Defcend  the  hill,  and  on  the  fiiining  beam 
The  ghoft  of  Crugal  to  his  eyes  appears, 
A  Chief  new-fall'n  in  Erin's  bloody  wars  : 
Amidft  the  ftrife  of  heroes  he  was  flain, 
By  Swaran's  fatal  hand  on  Uj-lin's  plain. 
Pale  is  his  face,  like  the  moon's  fetting  ray, 
Form'd  of  the  clouds,  his  robes  are  thin  and  gray ; 
Dim  are  his  eyes,  like  two  decaying  flames, 
And  in  his  breaft  the  dark  wound  freflily  flreamso 

Crugal,  thou  fon  of  Dedgal  !  Connal  fald  ; 
Thou  breaker  of  the  fliields  !  why  pale  and  fad  ? 

F^m'i 


|gookIt  *   I    N    C    A    ti  fl 

Fam'd  art  thoU  on  the  hill  of  dark-brown  deer  | 
Nor  have  I  ever  kiiown  thee  pale  for  fear. 
What  wound  is  that  ?  what  terror  cou*d  difgrac^ 
The  maiily  features  of  thy  blooming  face  ? 
What  can  have  thus  difturb*d  thee,  prithee  tell? 
What  fhades  thy  foUl  ?  fon  of  the  founding  hill  I 

Dim  and  in  tears  the  phantom  feems  to  ftand, 
And  o'er  the  hero  ftretches  his  pale  hand ; 
Faint  as  the  gale  thro*  Lego's  reedy  lake, 
iiis  feeble  voice  he  rais'd,  as  thus  he  fpake  ;  •: 

My  fliade  along  my  native  hills  now  flies. 
On  Ullin's  fands  my  breathlefs  body  lies  ; 
No  more  with  thee  fweet  converfe  I'll  maintain  3 
Nor  join  againft  the  foes  the  warrior  train  : 
No  more,  vidtorious,  from  the  field  of  death* 
My  fteps  thou'lt  meet,  or  fee  them  on  the  heath, 

K  2  Light, 
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Liglit,  as  the  whiftHng  blaft  on  Cromla*s  fides. 
My  flitting  glioft,  like  fhadowy  mift,  now  glides. 
But  CoNNAL,  fon  of  CoLGAR  !  o'er  the  heatha 
IDark-hovcrlng  I  behold  the  cloud  of  death  ; 
It  threatens  ruin  to  young  Cor  mac's  ftate  ; 
Its  teeming  womb  is  big  with  Erin's  fate  : 
You  cannot  long  th'  unequal  ftrlfe  maintain, 
Pruitlefs  your  courage,  and  you  fight  in  vain. 
From  far  ill-omen'd  founds  invade  my  ear, 
Numberlefs  {hades  fhall  foon  on  clouds  appear  ; 
Green  Erin's  fons  muft  fall — their  corps  be  ftrew'd 
On  Lena's  heath;  the  fields  be  drunk  with  blood. 
Fore-warn'd,  O  Chief,  betake  thee  hence  with  fpeec 
Far  from  the  field  of  ghofts — thy  friends  muft  bleed.-? 
Then,  as  the  moon  with  fudden  clouds  o'ercaft. 
The  phantom  vaniflj'd  mlJft  the  whiftling  blaft. 

CQNN4J 


Book  III  F    I    N    G    A    L.  77 

CoNKAL  purfues  It,  as  it  flies  away, 
With  words  like  thefe]: — Why  all  this  hade  ?  O  (lay, 
Thou  fleeting  (hade,  that  by  the  winds  art  driv'n ! 
Stay,  dark-red  friend,  lay  by  that  beam  of  heav'n, 
What  lonely  cave  is  thy  abode^?  O  tell. 
On  what  green-headed  hill  now  doft  thou  dwell  ? 
Wilt  thou  defcend  upon  thy  radiant  beam. 
When  headlong  rufhes  down  the  mountain-ftream  ^ 
Shall  we  not  hear  thy  voice  amidft  the  ftorm  ? 
Say,  wilt  thou  not  difplay  thy  lovely  form, 
When  thin  gray  ghofts  around  on  clouds  do  glide, 
Or  on  the  defart's  blaft  triumphant  ride  i 

Thus  to  the  ghoft  the  foft-voic'd  Connal  faidj 
Then  rofe  in  all  his  glitt'ring  arms  array'd, 
And  to  Cue  HULL  IN  came — The  warrior  'woke, 
And  ftarting  from  his  coueh,  to  Connal  fpoke: 

Why 
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Why,  Con  MA  i,  faid  the  ruler  of  the  car, 

Why  thus  in  arms  thro'  night  doft  thou  appear  ? 

Thou  didft  Upon  the  verge  of  ruin  Hand, 

In  my  friend's  blood  I  might  embrue  my  hand  j 

When  ftartl'd  by  the  unexpected  found, 

My  fpiear  might  have  transfix'd  thee  to  the  ground  i 

Thus  might'ft  thou  fall  miftaken  for  my  foe, 

And^I  o'er  thee  might  mourn  with  fruitlefs  wo. 

But  what  has  made  thee  thus  forfake  thy  reft  ? 

What  are  the  thoughts  that  roll  within  thy  bread:  ? 

Cdm'Il  thou  to  tell  me  of  the  nightly  foes  ? 

Sure  no  mean  caufe  cou'd  rob  thee  of  repofe. 

Speak,  Co LG AR*s  fon  !  thy  fage  advice  gives  light^ 

As  when  the  morning-ray  difpels  the  night. 

The  ghoft  of  Crugal  to  my  clofing  eyis 
All  pale  appear'd,  he  faid,  or  feem'd  to  rife  j" 

Th9 
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The  ftars  dim-twinkled  thro'  his  airy  frame; 

From  his  dark  dwelling  on  the  hill  he  came  s 

His  feeble  voice  he  rais'd,  and  when  he  fpoke, 

The  found,  like  diftant  ftreaois  in  murmurs  broke : 

To  us  he  is  pf  death  the  meflenger, 

If  longer  we  maintain  dedruflive  war, 

Shou'd  we  again  engage  the  num'rous  foi, 

Foul  rout  he  prophecies,  and  direful  wo. 

He  warn'd  me  to  forfake  this  fatal  place, 

And  I  have  come  to  bid  thee  fue  for  peace. 

Better  it  is  in  time,  my  valiant  friend, 

To  ceafe  from  toils,  and  let  our  labours  end. 

Than  beaten,  to  abandon  Lena's  heath. 

Or  in  th'  unequal  flruggle  fink  in  death. 


Thou  heard'ft  his  voice  then  like  the  founding  flornij 
Tho'  ftars  dim-twinkled  thro'  his  airy  form  ! 

(CUCHULUN 
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(CuCHULLiN  thus) — It  was  not  Grugal's  voice  ; 

Thou  waft  deceiv'd  by  the  v^ind's  mum'ring  noife 

Or,  if  the  form  of  Crugal  did  appear, 

Why  didft  not  force  hira  to  my  prefence  here  ? 

O  CoNNAL,  fon  of  CoLGAR  !  didft  inquire 

To  what  dark  lonely  cave  he  does  retire  ? 

On  what  green-headed  hill  does  Crugal  dwell  ?J 

His  place  of  reft  where  is  it,  canft  thou  tell  ? 

My  fword  might  find  that  voice  ;  he  fhou'd  relate 

By  force  his  knowledge  of  our  future  fate  : 

Small  muft  his  knowledge  be,  thou  gallant  friend! 

Thou  to  his  tale  too  ready  faith  didft  lend : 

Amidft  the  ranks  thou  faw'ft  him  here  to-day  ; 

Nor  can  he  yet  have  wander'd  far  away : 

His  ghoft  ftill  hovers  near  dark  Lena's  heath. 

And  v/ho  cou'd  there  inform  him  of  our  death  ? 

Then 
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Then  Connal's  voice  of  wifdom  thus  replies : 
Ghofts  ride  on  wings  of  winds  along  the  fkiesj 
Soon  to  the  fariheft  regions  of  the  air, 
Born  on  the  clouds  the  flitting  fliades  repair; 
Soon  to  their  caves  of  reft  return  again, 
And  there  unfold  the  fates  of  mortal  men. 
To  whom  the  bold  Cuchullin  thus  replies  : 
Tho'  ghofts  on  wings  of  winds  ride  thro'  the  llileSj 
And  roam  to  diftant  climes,  how  can  they  fee 
Th'  event  of  things  in  dark  futurity  ? 
Let  other  men  believe  the  idle  tale  ; 
Nought  can  their  prophecies  on  me  prevail  5 
Let  them  forget  me  and  forego  their  care 
Of  the  dark  leader  of  young  Cormac's  war  j 
Silent  they  ought  within  their  caves  to  reft ; 
They  cannot  change  the  purpofe  of  my  breaft» 
Cuchullin  will  not  from  proud  Swaran  fly, 
With  the  firft  dawn  I  mean  his  force  to  try. 
I       VcL.  I.  L  If 
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If  I  fhou'd  fall,  I'll  fall  amidft  my  fame  ; 

My  tomb  to  future  times  fhall  bear  my  name  : 

The  heath-tir'd  hunter,  as  he  paffes  by 

Shall  fee  my  mofs-grown  flonc,  with  tearful  eye. 

And  who.  Brag  el  a  !  can  thy  forrowstell  ? 

With  what  ftrong  throbs  will  thy  high  bofom  fwell  ? 

How  wilt  thou  roll  around  thy  mournful  eyes  ? 

How  wilt  thou  fill  DuNSCAiCH  with  piercing  cries  ? 

Yet  death  in  all  its  terrors  I  can  dare — 

But  oh,  to  fly  ! — A  coward  ) — that  I  fear.— 

FiNGALi  the  firft  of  mortal  men  in  might. 

Oft  faw  me  conqu'ror  from  the  bloody  fight ; 

And  fhon'd  I  now  by  groundlefs  fears  be  fway'd. 

He'd  think  Cue  hull  in  had  the  caufe  betray'd. 

Thou  weak,  thou  fleeting  phantom,  vvert  thou  here! 

Shou'd*ft  thou  all  dim  upon  thy  beam  appear  ; 

Should'ft  thou  ev*n  now,  before  my  prefence  ftand,] 

A!id_fhovv  CucHuLLiN.'s  death  within  thy  hand  ; 

From 
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From  Lochlin's  num'rous  ho  ft  he  fliou'd  not  fly. 
But  on  the  duflcy  heath  their  ftrength  defy. 
Now  CoNNAL  !  ftrike  the  fhield  of  Erin's  wars. 
There  high  it  hangs  betwixt  the  beaming  fpeara; 
Let  all  my  heroes  hear  the  loud  alarms, 
And  'midfl  their  dreams  of  battles  rife  to  arms  ; 
Tho'  mighty  Fingal  bounds  not  a'er  the  fea, 
Tho'  Morven's  fons  their  coming  yet  delay, 
The  race  of  ftormy  hills ! — We'll  fight  for  fame. 
And  not  difgrace  the  race  from  which  we  came. 
O  Col  gar's  fon  !  we'll  fight,  tho'  all  retire. 
And  nobly  in  our  country's  caufe  expire. 

Brave  Connal  went  and  ftruck  the  bo/Ty  fliieli. 
The  hoarfe-refounding  noife  fpreads  o'er  the  field. 
As  breaks  a  wave  blue-rolling  on  the  fands, 
SaddeD;  to  arms,  arife  green  Erin's  bands, 

h  2  M 
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At  once  they  fpring  ;  with  looks  denouncing  death,  - 
In  rattling  files  they  gather  o'er  the  heath.  >. 

They  feem  like  lofcy  oaks  along  the  coaft, 
Which,  echoing,  anfwer  to  the  ftream  of  froft. 
When  thro'  their  wither'd  leaves  the  winds  refoundj,  i  , 
And  all  their  fpreading  branches  -wave  around. 

Now  morn  arifmg  o'er  dark  Cromla's  height^,         j 
Had  fcarcely  ting'd  the  eaft  with  rofy  light : 
The  fea,  half-brighten*d  with  the  trembling  ray. 
Spreads  its  fmooth  face,  and  waits  the  coming  day :     =- 
Green  Erin's  fons,  prepar'd  in  armour  bright, 
Stand  filent,  and  expedl  the  fiiock  of  fight : 
When  Howly  fwimming,  blue-gray  mifts  arife 
And  cover  Erin's  bands  from  Lochlin's  eyes. 

The  king  of  dark-brown  fliields,  on  Ullin's  fands. 
Now  firH  arofe,  and  rous'd  his  gloomy  bands  : 

Far 
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Far  o'er  the  heath  his  rolling  eyes  he  threw, 
No  found  he  hears,  no  foe  appears  in  view. 
Deluded  S\v  A  RAN  thought  Cuchullin  fled. 
And  with  vain  hopes  his  haughty  fancy  fed ». 
Then  thus  exulting,  to  his  hoft  he  cries, 
My  bold  companions  of  the  war,  arife  ; 
Behold  a  conqneft  gain'd  without  a  fight; 
Our  foes  are  fled  fafe  under  friendly  night. 
Arife.,  my  friends,  purfue  them  o'er  the  heath  ; 
Strew  Erin's  plains  with  carnage  and  with  death; 
Soon  fliall  we  end  the  fmall  remains  of  war. 
And  reap  the  fruits  of  all  our  toil  and  care. 
Thou,  MoRLAj.hie  thee  to  Temora's  walls. 
Bid  CoRMAc  yield  to  me  his  founding  halls; 
■  Tis  now  in  vain  to  flruggle  with  his  fate. 
Or  longer  think  to  fave  the  finking  flate  ! 
Let  him  refign  the  crown  at  my  coaimanJ, 
And  thus  prevent  the  ruin  of  his  land  ; 

Left 
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Left  defolation  fpread  its  dreary  reign, 

And  death-like  filence  dwell  on  Ullin's  plain, 

Firft  vidllms  of  my  rage  his  hated  race 

Shall  fall ;  and  fire  his  lofty  tow'rs  deface. 

Deftruftion  wide  around  him  I  fhall  pour ; 

And  Innisfail  fhall  mourn  from  fliore  to  fiiore. 

As  when  a  flock  of  fea-fowl,  fcreaming,  rife,  \ 

Forc'd  by  the  waves,  and  blacken  all  the  fl?ies, 
With  peals  of  fhouts,  thus  Lochlin's  fons  arofe": 
They  quit  the  fands  and  hafle  to  feek  their  foes; 
Loud  as  a  thoufand  flreams  meet  on  the  plain. 
And  roll  their  dark-brown  eddies  to  the  main. 
When  flormy  night  is  pafs'd,  and  morning's  ray 
Scarce  on  the  hills  proclaims  th'  approach  of  day, 
7'he  troops  of  Swaran,  with  like  hideous  found, 
Th^ronging  advance,  the  heath  re-echoes  round. 


As  I 
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As  Auturan's  Ihadows  o'er  the  mountains  fly. 
When  clouds  on  clouds,  fucceflive,  hide  the  fliy, 
The  chiefs  of  LocHL IN  thus  fucceffive  came  ; 
Behind  ihem  thus  their  gloomy  fquadrons  feem. 
The  king  of  groves  before  them  tall  appear 'd. 
Like  Morven's  branchy  (lag  amidft  the  herd  ; 
His  flileld  enormous  on  his  fide  fhlnes  bright. 
As  fpreading  flames  upon  the  heath  thro'  night ; 
When  awful  filence  o'er  the  world  is  fpread, 
And  all  around  grim  darknefs  rears  its  head, 
The  lonely  trav'ler  ftartles  at  the  gleam,     ^ 
/Itid  fees  a  ghoft  gray  fporting  in  the  beam. 

Thus  on  they  came,  when,  fudden,  from  the  fea, 
A  blaft  arifiEg  drives  the  mill:  away  ; 
pright,  iffuing  from  the  cloud,  reveal'd  t©  fjght, 
preen  Ehin's  fons  they  fee  prepar*d  for  fight, 

Lik.t 
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Like  rocks  along  the  fliore  appear  the  bands 
In  firm  array  ;  their  fpears  are  in  their  hands. 

The  king  of  Lochl  in  views  them  Vv'ith  furprife  ; 
He  flops,  and  fcornful  rolls  his  fiery  eyes. 
Before  his  ranks  he  ftalks  with  tow'ring  ftride, 
And  thus  to  ?vIorla  fpeaks  in  words  of  pride  : 

The  foes,  how  feW;  thou  feefl — Go,  bid  them  ceaft 
The  fruitiefs  rage  of  arms,  and  take  my  peace. 
To  try  us  on  the  field  again  were  vain, 
Their  ranks  fo  thinn'd,  their  bravefl  heroes  flain. 
Again  if  raflily  to  the  fight  they  go, 
Each  fecond  man  of  ours  v/ill  mifs  a  foe  : 
For  here  as  I  furvey  their  glitt'ring  band, 
With  eafe  I  count  their  numbers  as  they  Rand. 
Go,  MoRLA  J  tell  them  that  fuch  terms  I  give, 
As  proftrate  mcnarchs  at  my  hands  receive, 

Whil 
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When  I  return  vI<5lorious  from  the  fray. 
And  nations  trembling  bend  beneath  my  fway; 
When  {laughter 'd  heroes  o'er  the  field  are  fpread. 
And  white-arm'd  virgins  mourn  the  mighty  dead  : 

He  faid — With  haughty  ftep  great  Morla  came, 
And  o'er  the  heath  his  figure  feem'd  on  flame ; 
His  glitt'ring  arms  refound  ; — above  the  reft 
The  valiant  fon  of  Semo  he  addrefg'd: 

By  me  the  king  of  Lochlin  bids  thee  ceafe 
The  rage  of  arms  and  take  his  profFer'd  peace. 
Such  terms  to  thee,  Cuchullin,  he  will  give, 
As  kings  when  vanquifla'd  at  his  hands  receive; 
When  trembling  nations  in  his  prefence  bow, 
And  white-arm'd  virgins  wail  with  ceafelefs  wo. 
Thou  feeft  thy  force,  how  weak  : — What  hope  remains 
But  that  to  us  thou  yield  fair  Ullin's  plains ; 

Vol.  I.  M  Alio 
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Alfo  thy  fpoufe,  high-bofom*cI  heaving  fair ; 
Thy  dog  that  overtakes  the  nimble  deer. 
On  other  terms  our  king  difdains  to  treat. 
Than  that  you  lie  like  vaiTals  at  his  feet ; 
Green  Inn  is  fail  be  ours,  from  fliore  to  fliore  ; 
And  henceforth  own  the  mighty  SwARAw'spowV. 

"To  whom,  unmov'd,  the  blue-ey'd  Chief  reply 'd  : 
Go,  MoRLA,  back,  and  tell  that  heart  of  pride, 
That  I  reje6l  his  terms  and  will  not  yield  ; 
But  here  ftiall  fight  him  on  th'  embattl'd  field. 
I  never  will  refign  green  Ullin's  plains 
While  life's  warm  fpirit  flows  within  my  veins. 
Few  as  we  are,  the  boafter  cannot  fay 
We  yet  are  vanquifli'd,  or  were  forc'd  away. 
Refolv'd  we  are,  once  more  to  try  our  fate  * 
Events  are  doubtful  which  on  battle  wait. 

Thro'i 
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Thro'  his  throng  ranks  we  mean  to  cut  ouf  way. 
And  drive  them  trembling  to  the  rolling  fea. 
Then  fhall  they  bound  in  terror  o'er  the  waves. 
Or  (lay,  and  here,  In  Erin,  find  their  graves. 
Dunscaich's  fair  fun-beam  never  ihall  be  led  I 
My  iov'd  Bragela  !  to  a  ftranger's  bed. 
Never,  while  I  can  wieW  my  trufty  fword. 
Shall  fhe  fobmit  to  any  ^foreign  lord. 
Never  (hall  Luath,  whofe  fpeed  outftrips  the  wind, 
O'er  Lochlin's  hills  purfue  the  dark-brown  hind. 

Then  MoRLA  thus  : — Vain  ruler  of  the  car, 
Canft  thou  with  Lochlin's  king  contend  in  war  ? 
Doft  thou  pretend  to  vie  with  him  in  might. 
Or  raeet  hi^  thick  embattled  hoft  In  fight, 
Whofe  fhips  of  many  groves  cou'd,o'er  the  lea. 
This  ifle  witlt  all  its  hills  at  once  convey  ? 

M2  What 
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What  then  is  Ullin,  or  its  fcanty  Ihore, 
To  him  for  whom  the  ftormy  feas  do  roar  i 

MoRLA,  the  chief  of  Erin  thus  replies, 
(While  rage  indignant  fparkles  in  his  eyes)  : 
I  yield  to  many  for  a  ftream  of  words, 
But  when  fair  Honour's  call  demands  our  fwordsj 
None  e'er  (hall  fee  me  bafely  quit  the  fight. 
Or  feek  for  fafety  in  ignoble  flight. 
While  I  and  Connal  view  the  light  of  day, 
Young  CoRMAC  only  Ihall  green  Erin  fway  j 
Firft  {hall  we  both  be  ftretch'd  upon  the  plain, 
Ere  SwARAN  (ball  pofTefs  this  fair  domain  ' 
We  never  will  fubmit  to  terms  fo  bafe 
As  SwARAN  fends  ;  we  fcorn  his  profferM  peace  5 
We  will  not  fly  tho'  all  the  reft  retire  ; 
We'Jl  fight  your  king  till  he  or  we  expire. 


Book  II.  F    I     N     G     A     L.  93 

O  CosNAL,  didft  not  liften  with  difdain 

To  Morla's  empty  vaunts  and  lofty  ftrain  ? 

My  valiant  friend  !  fay,   art  thou  now  for  peace  ? 

Cou'dft  thou  fubmit  to  terms  fo  mean  and  bafe  .* 

Th'  infulting  foe  fliall  we  not  rather  meet, 

Than  fuppliant  bow  at  haughty  Swaran's  feet  ? 

Yes,  breaker  of  the  {hieids  !  we'll  ftrive  for  fame. 

Alive  or  dead  we  fhall  deferve  a  name, 

O  Crugal's  (hade  !    in  vain  on  Lena's  heath 

Our  doom  thou  haft  denounc'd,  and  threaten'd  death. 

A  bloody  vidory  the  foes  muft  gain  ; 

Their  (hock  we  are  determin'd  to  fuftain  : 

Our  country  bids,  and  we  obey  the  call ; 

And  if  we  perifh  we  fhall  nobly  fall. 

If  death  awaits  me,  fame  that  death  will  crown  j 

I'll  fmk  amidft  the  light  of  my  renown. 

Warriors,  advance !  be  firm,  difmlfs  all  fear. 

Bend  the  tough  bow,  exalt  the  pointed  fpear ; 

Like 
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Like  ocean  In  a  ftorm  rufii  on  to  fightr; 
Meet  the  throng  foe  like  fpirits  of  the  night. 


This  faid,  he  onwards  led  his  martial  train 
Tow'rds  SwARAN*s  hod  that  covered  all  the  plain  : 
Their  leader's  words  their  bounding  hearts  excite. 
They  rage,  they  rufli,   they  thicken  to  the  fight ; 
Then  difmal,  roaring,  fierce,  they  roll  along 
The   deep'hing  gloom   of  war,    'gainlt    Lochlin's 

throng  ; 
As  when  thick  mlft  along  the  vale  is  driv'n, 
When  ftorms  invade  the  filent  face  of  heav'n. 
Full  in  the  front  the  Chief  undaunted  rides. 
As  when  an  angry  ghoft  a  cloud  beftrides ; 
When  meteors  all  their  fires  around  him  pour, 
And  in  his  dreadful  hand  the  dark  winds  roar, 
Carril,  of  other  times,  far  on  the  heath. 
Bids  the  loud  horn  refound  to  arms  and  death  ; 

Himfslf 
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Himfelf  the  war-fong  raifes,    and  Infpires 
Their  fouls  with  ardor,  and  with  martial  fires. 

Ah!  where,  he  fings,  is  valiant  Crugal  now? 
The  blooming  hero  lies  forgot  and  low. 
Within  his  filent  halls,  no  more  is  found 
The  ftrength  of  (hells,  or  mufic's  foothing  found  : 
As  yet  a  ftranger  there,    his  fpoufe  now  mourns; 
The  voice  of  mirth  to  fudden  forrow  turns ; 

All  the  fair  profpeft  is  with  clouds  o'erfpread, 

Her  t^ars  for  him,  fo  late  efpous'd,  are  fhed. 

What  fun- beam  fair  thus  fudden  meets  our  eyes  ? 

What's  Ihe  that  from  the  hoftile  ranks  thus  flies  ? 

Fall'n  Cru gal's  fpoufe  it  is  that  now  appears 

With  hafty  pace,  diftraded  with  her  fears  ; 
'It  is  Degrena  !  lovely  mournful  fair  ; 

iThe  wind  is  ftruggling  in  her  flowing  hafr  ; 

Trembling 
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Trembling  fhe  looks  around  her  as  fhe  flies; 

Shrill  is  her  voice,  red  are  her  tearful  eyes. 

Ah  !  haplefs  dame  !  too  foon  immers'd  in  wo  ! 

Thy  Crugal  now  unhonour'd  lies  and  low. 

His  naked  corfe  unbury'd  in  the  grave  ; 

His  airy  form  frequents  the  hilly  cave; 

Of  him  who  was  fo  lovely  on  our  plains, 

A  green  and  empty  (hade  alone  remains, 

Which  to  the  ear  of  reft  Ihall  often  come, 

As  born  on  blafts  he  o'er  the  heath  doth  roam  ; 

Like  mountain-bees  that  make  a  humming  noife, 

Or  ev'ning-flles,  he'll  raife  his  feeble  voice. 

But  lo  !  Dec  REN  A  finks  upon  the  plain  ; 

Alas  !  fhe,  ftruggling,  heaves  for  breath  in  vain  ; 

Tranfpierc'd  by  Lochlin's  fpear,  in  death  fhe  lies, 

Like  morning-clouds  fhe*s  vanifh'd  from  our  eyes. 

Cairbar!  the  objeft  of  thy  tend'reft  care, 

Source  of  thy  hopes,  faireft  among  the  fair, 

Behold 
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JBehoM  where  now  thy  pride,  thy  foul's  delight, 
Breathlefs  and  pale,  lies  bleeJlng  in  our  fight. 
Unhappy  father  !  canfl  thou  fee  her  low, 
And  not  avenge  her  on  the  cruel  foe  ? 
Now  is  no  time  to  mourn  Degrena  loft, 
But  pour  deftrusSion  on  dark  Lochlik'o  lioft. 

Frooi  far  fierce  Cairsar  hears  the  mournful  founds 
He  finds  his  daughter  wek'ring  on  the  ground  ; 
Like  ocean's  whale  he  rufties  in  his  courfe. 
And  roars  'midft  thoufands  with  impetuous  force  ; 
He  lays  a  mighty  Ch'ef  of  Lochlin  d-^ad  ; 
Fron  wing  to  wing  the  battle  wide  is  fpread. 
At  once  both  hofts  in  bloody  Cght  are  clo^'d  ; 
'Gainft  hero  hero,  man  to  man  oppos'd. 
So  dire  the  fhock,  fo  fierce  the  combat  proves. 
As  hundred  winds  that  roar  thro'  Lochlin's  groves  ^ 

Vol.  I.  N  Or 
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Or  as  a  fire  with  raging  fury  burns 

Upon  a  hundred  hills,  and  firs  o'erturns ; 

So  loud,  fo  ruinous,  along  the  heath 

The  ranks  of  men,  hewn  down,  are  Oretch'd  in  death: 

Heroes  like  thiRIes  by  Cuchullin's  hand 

BeRrevv  the  field,  while  Erin's  valiant  band; 

Wafted  by  Swaran.  funk  beneath  his  force, 

Where  dark  he  rag'd  in  his  refiftlefs  courfe  • 

By  his  ftrorg  hand  is  valiant  Curoach  kiH'J, 

And  dauntleis  Cairbar  cf  the  bofiy  fliield; 

In  laftiog  reft  foon  aficr  Morglan  lies  : 

The  tlocming  Caolt  falls,  aud  quiv'ring  dies ; 

Eiretch'd  on  the  duft  of  his  own  native  pluins. 

His  fnowy  breaft  the  ftreaming  blond  diftains  ; 

plis  yellow  hair  is  waving  on  the  h;ath  ; 

Oft  had  he  fpread  the  feaft  where  now  in  death 

He  lay  ;  oft  there  the  harp's  melodious  found 

He  raib'd  ;  his  dogs  for  joy  have\ leapt  around, 

When 
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When  for  the  chace  his  train  prepar'd  the  bow. 
Ere  to  green  Ullin  came  th'  iGvadlag  foe. 

The  ranks  of  Erin  thina'd,  at  laft  give  way, 
Crowds  po'jr'd  on  crowds  opprefs  thera  in  the  fray  ; 
Yet  fpurr'd  by  fhame,  impatient  of  difgrace, 
Where  one  man  falls  another  fills  his  place  : 
By  odds  o'erniatch'd,  they  juft  recede  from  fight. 
Move  tardy  back,  and  fcorn  ignoble  flight. 
Like  lighi'ning  Swaran  prefTis  on  their  rear, 
And  Ekin's  fons  fcarce  (land  his  bold  career. 
Fierce  he  drives  on  ;  the  fi.Ids  around  are  (Irow'd 
With  heaps  of  fliin,  the  heath  is  drunk  with  blood. 
As  when  a  ftream  with  fudden  thund'ring  found 
BurO.s  from  the  def-irt,  and  o'erleaps  €ach  mound  ; 
Bears  down  the  liitle  hills  with  rapid  tide. 
And  fiiews  the  rocks,  half-funk,  along  its  fide  : 

N  2  With 
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With  rage  no  lefs,  grim  Swaran  o'er  the  field- 
Came  rolling  on,  and  forc'd  the  bands  to  yield. 
But  Semo's  gallant  Ton  alone  repell'd 
The  Rrength  of  Lgchlin,  and  reftor'd  the  field: 
Oppos'd  to  Its  fierce  fhock  he  Angly  ft.ild, 
And  flood  his  ground  all  firm  and  undil'may'd. 
So  when  Its  top  an  airy  mountain  hides 
Among  the  clouds,  Its  flioulders  and  its  fides 
A  fhady  foreft  clothes  ;  its  curled  brow 
Frowns  over  Cona's  ftream  that  runs  below; 
The  roaring  ftormslts  lofty  forehead  beat  ; 
Floods  roll  in  vain,  It  moves  not  from  Its  feat ; 
Ixs  rocks  and  woods  refound  with  patt'rlng  hall ; 
Proudly  It  Hands  and  fhades  the  fiient  vale; 
'Midft  thronging  foes  the  hero  flands  inclos'd. 
To  all  their  fwords  and  darts,  at  once  expos'd. 
Unmov'd,  his  friends  thus  fliadlng,  he  remains 
'Mcng  ro'llng  thouilinds,  a-nd  their  threats  difdains. 

As 
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Az  from  a  fount,  blood  burfilng  round  Is  fiDread 
From  panting  heroes  by  him  proftrate  laid. 
But  Erin's  fons  are  fcatter'd   o'er  the  phiin, 
Th'  uneqaal  ftrife  no  longer  they  maintain. 
On  either  wing  they  yield  and  fall  away, 
As  fnow  diiToIves  beneath  the  fun'a  warm  ray. 

*'  O  fons  of  ImNisfail,  faid  Grumal,  yield  ! 
**  The  troops  of  Lochlin  conquer  on  the  field  : 
'*    What  need  we  drive,  as  reeds  againd  the  wind  ? 
♦*   Fly  to  the  hill  where  haunts  the  d.irk-brown  hind." 
Then  fvvift  as  Mo  rv  en's  ftag,  he  fled  for  fear, 
And,  trembling,  drags  along  his  fhining  fpear. 
Few  fly  with  dadard  Grumal  o'er  the  plain, 
Moftllay,  and  fighting  on  the  heath  arefl^in; 
Amidft  the  ftr  fe  of  heroes  fick  to  reft, 
Struck  thro'  with  wounds  all  glorious  on  the  bread. 
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High  on  his  car  of  gems  Cuchullin  (load 
Before  his  friends,  bermecir'tl  wlih  uuil  and  blood; 
A  mighty  chief  of  Locrlin  h^w  he  laid, 
Then  thus  in  haile  to  vali.mt  Co.N^^Al,  iliid: 
CoNNAL  !    'cuas  thou  firft  taught  this-arni  of"  death;  . 
Tho'  Erin's  funs  have  fled  along  the  heath, 
We'll  ftay,  my  gallant  friend,  and  Hght  the  foe, 
That  future  times  our.murtialdseds  may  know, 
Cariul  1   the  few  furviving  troops  convey 
To  yonder  bufljy  hill,   there  with  them  ftay. 
Meanwhile,  O  Connal  J    here  we  Ihall  oppcfe, 
Like  rocks,  the  ruiliing  torrent  of  our  foi:s, 
i'ifcend  my  car,  undaunted,  let  us  wait. 
And  fave  the  fmall  remains  of  Erin's  Rate  ; 
One  brave  effort,  O   Chief  !  here  let  us  try 
To  fcrcen  our  flying  friends,  or  let  us  nobly  die. 

C  0  N  N  A  L 
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CoNNAL  in  hade  afcends  the  glitt'ri   g  c:\r, 
The  heroes  ftem  the  tide  of  Lochlin's  war; 
.  Slow  they  retreat,  una  hardly  lofj  their  ground, 
Tho'  with  1.  grove  of  fpears  encompafb'd  round  ; 
Before  their  friends,  their   blood-lVdia'd   (hields  they 
held, 
"Which  feem'd  like  darken'd  moons  along  the  field. 
The  more  they  lofe,  the  foes  advance  the  more, 
And  tread  in  ev'ry  ftep  they  trode  before. 
They  fvvarm,   they  throng,   confus'd  ;  and  whom  by 

might 
They  cannot  conquer,   they  opprefs  with  weight. 
Shouting  aloud,  grim  Swaran  leads  the  chace. 
The  heroes  fadden  wheel  about,  and  face, 
-  Receive  their  foes,  and  raife  a  threat'ning  cry. 
Who,  broken,   take  their  turn  to  fear  and  fly. 
The  more  rhey  kill   the  greater  numbers  grow, 
A  thronger  harveft  ftill  remains  to  mow. 

Greea 
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Green  ErLiN^  foris.  at  length,  are  fafe  beftow'd, 
The  cliiefb  o'erl]  eat,  with  loorenM  reins  then  rodc: 
Them^  panting,  up  the  hill  the  courfers  drew ; 
Still  at  their  heels  ili'  impending  foes  purfue. 
As  waves  behind  a  whale  roll  tow'rds  the  fhcre, 
Behind  thein  thus  the  troops  of  Lochlin  pour^ 
At  utnrkofl  fpeed  the  heroes  urge  their  flight. 
And  foon,  unhurt,  ihey  gain  the  neighb'ring  height. 

As  after  flames  thro'  lofty  groves  are  driv'n 
By  rufhing  blafts  that  fweep  the  face  of  heav'n  ; 
Bare  (land  the  trees,  their  naked  boughs  they  (how, 
Their  finged  tops  nod  o'er  the  mountain's  brow. 
Thus,  on  the  rifing  fide  of  Cromla's  height, 
Stand  Erin's  few  fad  fons  efcap'd  from  fight. 
At  diftance  from  the  troops  Cue  hull  in  ftood, 
Befide  a  fpreading  oak  amidft  the  wood  ; 

Dcvvncaft 
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Downcaft  and  dark,  he  leans  againft  his  flileldi 
And  filent  rolls  his  red  eye  o'er  the  field  ; 
Thro'  his  dark  bulhy  hair,  the  wind  he  hears 
Struggling,  whenMoRAN  fuddenly  appears. 
The  fcout  of  ocean  ;  joy  was  o'er  his  face, 
As^tow'rds  the  Chief  he  came  with  hally  pace, 

Lo  !  from  the  lonely  ifle,  aloud  he  cries. 
The  {hips  of  Morven's  fons  now  met  my  eyes  j 
There  FiNGAL  comes  to  fight  on  Ullin's  plain, 
The  breaker  of  the  fliields  !  the  firft  of  men. 
High-bounding  o'er  the  deep  his  fleet  I  fpy, 
Round  his  black  prows  the  billows  foaming  fly^ 
Like  groves  in  clouds  appear  his  mafts  with  fails  | 
Soon  will  he  reich  the  coaft  with  fav'ring  gales. 

Far  o'er  the  deep  his  eyes  Cuchullin  threw, 
And  thus,  as  Fis gal's  vefTels  met  his  view  s 
Vol.  I.  6  Vo 
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Ye  winds  !  that  round  my  Iile  of  Mift  do  roar. 
And  raife  the  white  waves  on  its  lovely  fhore  I 
Propitious  blow,  with  fpeed  to  llLLiN'scoaft 
Bring  the  redoubled  hero  with  his  hoft! 
Chief  of  the  hills  of  hinds  !  O  hafte  to  fight, 
And  'midft  the  death  of  thoufands  roll  thy  might  • 
The  golden  clouds  that  gild  the  morning-fkies, 
Kot  more  than  thy  white  fails  delight  my  eyes  2 
The  light  of  heav'n  does  not  rejoice  me  more 
Than  thy  tall  fhips  approaching  Ullin's  fhore  s 
Thyfelf  a. fiery  pillar  'midft  the  night, 
Difpell'ft  the  darknefs  with  thy  dazzling  light. 
How  pleafant  Connal  !  are  our  valiant  friends  ? 
Lo  !  mighty  Fin  gal  to  our  aid  defcends. 
But  duiliy  night  rolls  down  upon  the  plain, 
And  fpreads  its  fable  mantle  o'er  the  main; 
Wherenow  are  FiNGAL'sfliips  ? — my  friend !  let's  here 
f  afs  the  dark  hours  till  morning's  ray  appear  s 
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Here  let  us  fit  amidft  the  gloom  of  iiiglit» 
And  wl/h  the  moon  to  fliew  her  filver  light. 

The  winds  came  rufliing  on  the  waving  woods  ; 
O'er  the  dark  rocks  the  torrents  roll  their  floods. 
On  Cromla's  head  the  rain  i«gath'ring  round  ; 
The  red  ftars  trembh'ng  'twixt  the  clouds  are  found* 
Beneath  a  tree,  indulging  gloomy  grief, 
Befide  a  founding  ftream,  fat  Erin's  Chief; 
The  mighty  Connal,  Colga«.'s  fon,  was  near, 
And  Carril,  bard  of  other  times,  was  there! 
Silent  a  while  they  fit,  and  hear  the  found 
Of  roaring  winds  and  ftreams  reraurm'ring  round  j 
Till  great  Cuchullin,  in  thefe  words,  exprefs'd 
The  gloomy  thoughts  thatroli'din  his  dark  breaft* 

Unhappy  is  the  hand  of  Semo's  fon, 
la  vain_his  valour  in  the  fight  is  Ihown; 

0  z  Succefs 
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Succefs  no  more  will  on  my  arms  attend. 
Since  with  this  hand  I  flew  my  faithful  friend. 
Ferda,  thou  fon  of  Dam  man  !  dear  to  me 
As  my  own  foul  thou  waft,  and  I  to  thee; 
Yet  thou  by  me  on  Muri's  hills  waft  flain^ 
And  ever  fince  I  lift  the  fword  in  vain. 

Well  I  remember  Damman's  noble  fon, — 
Thus  CoNNAL  fpoke,  —no  dangers  wou'd  he  faun  •; 
Fair  was  he  as  a  rainbow  on  the  plain  ; 
Tali  was  his  ftature  ;  manly  was  his  mien. 
Say,'  Chief,  from  whence  began  that  fatal  ftrife  I 
How  loft  the  breaker  of  the  fhields  his  life  .^ 

Ferda,  he  faid,  from  Albion,  o'er  the  fea 
Arriv'd — a  hundred  hills  there  own'd  his  fway— ^ 
In  MuRi's  hall  he  learn'd  the  fpear  to  throw. 
The  fvvord  to  wield,  to  bend  the  crooked  bow  ; 

Thejre 
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There  he  my  friendflilp  won — nought  cou'd  efface 
Our  love  ;  we  mov'd  together  to  the  chace  ; 
One  was  our  bed  upon  the  dufky  heath ; 
Together  oft  we  trode  the  field  of  death. 

Not  far  Uv*d  Cairbar,  Chief  of  Ullin's  plain  < 
Peugala  !  lovelieft  of  the  lovely  train 
Was  his  fair  fpoufe — enchanting  to  the  fight 
She  was ;  with  beauty  clothed  as  with  light ; 
But  her  dark  heart,  the  manfion,  was  of  pride  : 
She  wou'd  no  longer  flay  by  Cai  rear's  fide. 
On  Dam  man's  noble  fon  ftie  fix'd  her  eyes. 
That  youthful  fun-beam  rais'd  her  fecret  fighs. 
To  Caii&bar  then  the  white-arm'd  woman  came^ 
And  In  bold  words  thus  fpake  the  lovely  dame  ; 
Forever,  Cairbar,  I  forfake  thy  halls; 
No  more  will  I  remain  within  thy  walls ; 
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No  longer  will  I  lie  within  thy  arms, 
Thou  art  unworthy  to  pofTefs  my  charms  : 
Too  long  thy  unkind  treatment  have  I  bore  ; 
Now  (hare  thy  wealth,  and  give  me  half  thy  ftore  ; 
Divide  thy  herd,  O  Cairbar  !   let  me  go 
Where  happinefs  I  far  from  thee  may  know ; 
To  my  own  native  plains  [  now  retire. 
There  with  my  friends  to  live,  and  aged  fire. 

Depart,  fair  damfel,  Cat  rear  thus  reply*d. 
Thou  light  of  beauty  !  but  thou  heart  of  pride? 
Since  fuch  thy  choice  I  do  not  urge  thy  ftay ; 
My  herd  I  fhall  divide  without  delay. 
Of  nil  my  wealth  thou  flialt  have  ample  fhare. 
Wherewith  to  thy  old  fire  thou  mayft  repair.* 
Juftice  does  in  Cuchullin's  breaft  refide. 
And  he  my  herds  fhall  on  the  hill  divide. 

Together 
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Together  to  the  hill  we  then  repair 
Where  CAiB-BAn's^cattle  lay— An  equal  fliarc 
To  each  I  gave — one  fnow- white  bull  remains 5 
Him  Cairbar,  by  my  partial  voice,  retains: 
At  this  Deug Ala's  kindled  wrath  arofe. 
Complaining  loud,  to  Dam  man's  fon  (he  goes^ 
(To  him  it  was,  not  to  her  fire,  ihe  came), 
And  thus  in  tears  began  the  lovely  dame  : 
Ferda  !  for  thee  I  fuflfer  in  my  fame; 
Bereft  of  honour,  and  expos'd  to  (hame  i 
.Thou  muft  avenge  me  on  Cuchullin's  heart  3 
Let  his  laft  fpirit  fpioke  upon  thy  dart, 
Elfe  of  my  death  thou  fuddenly  flialt  hear  ; 
In  Lu bar's  ftream  I'll  bury  my  defpair  : 
My  wand'ring  ghoft,  arifmg  from  the  deep. 
Shall  haunt  thee  waking,   and  difturb  thy  fleepj 
Thou'lt  hear  it  ftill  lament,  that  I  apply'd 
To  thee  in  vain  t'  avenge  my  wounded  pride, 

Grans 
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Grant  me — to  (hed  his  blood — this  one  requell— 
Or  take  thy  fword  and  pierce  this  heaving  breaft. 

Here  paus'd  the  dame — unmov*d  he  holds  his  eyes. 
And  in  his  bread  tjie  ftifl'd  fighs  arife  : 
The  youth  in  deep  amaze  a  while  thus  flood, 
Then  faid  : — And  can  I  flied  Cuchullin's  blood  ? 
Thou  know'ft,  fair  dame,  no  terror  to  my  view, 
No  frightful  face  of  danger  can  be  new  ; 
But  'gainft  my  beft-loy'd  friend  to  lift  my  hand, 
Thou'dft'be  the  firft  my  odious  name  to  brand. 
In  all  my  trufty  fecrets  he  has  part ; 
By  ftrifleft  bonds  united  to  my  heart. 
Againft  this  friend  I'll  never  lift  the  fword ; 
Sooner  Ihall  it  be  turn'd  againft  its  lord, 

The  dame  three  days  before  him  was  in  tears ; 
Her  fighs,  her  pray  Vs,  her  plaints,  unmov'd,  he  hears  ;• 

Sh€ 
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She  tries  care/Tes,  and  each  winning  art. 
To  fliake  the  ftubborn  purpofe  of  his  heart; 
His  foften'd  foul  at  length  her  threat'nings  move. 
His  friendQiip  daggers,  and  gives'<»v'ay  to  love. 

*Tis  done,  faid  he,  fair  dame, — to  fight  my  friend 
T  go.;  but  may  I  perifh  by  his  hand  : 
How  cou'd  I  wander  on  the  hill,  and  fee 
My  friend's  tomb  rife,  and  that  friend  fain  by  nie  i 

He  came — we  went — on  Muri's  hills  we  ftrove — • 
Our  fwords  avoid  a  wound,  and  bloodlefs  prove ; 
High  on  our  helms  of  fteel  they  turn  afide, 
And  founding  from  our  ilipp'ry  fhields  they  Hide. 

Deugala  on  the  fatal  hill  was  near, 
With  fcornful  fraile  to  Ferda  fpake  the  fair  •' 

VcL.  L  r  Great 
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Great  fiilll  and  courage  doft  thou  fliow  in  fight. 
But  'galnft  Cue  HULL  IN  feeble  is  thy  might; 
Thou  had  not  yet  arriv'd,  with  equal  length 
Of  years,  to  match  his  bulk  with  equal  ftrength. 
Sun-beam  of  youth!  too  weak  thy  arm  to  wield 
The  beaming  fvvord,  or  raife  the  heavy  fhield  : 
Thou  canft  not  Hand  the  fon  of  Semo's  fnock. 
Yield,  Ferda  !   Rrong  is  he  as  Malmor's  rock. 

With  eyes  fulTas'd  in  tears  and  laboring  bread, 
The  fairhair'd  youih  thefe  words  to  me  addrefb'd  : 
O  friend  !  thou  m.ufl:  difplay  thy  utmod  might  ; 
Thou  mul.1;  prepare  thyfclf  for  clofer  fight ; 
Exert  thy  force,  and  raile  thy  boffy  Ihield, 
For  one  of  us  this  day  rauil  prcfs  the  field. 
Unhappy  me  I  that  undertook  the  ftrife, 
Cr  I  muR  fall  cr  rob  mv  friend  of  lifs. 
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As  to  the  blall  refounJs  a  lioilow  rock, 
I  figh'J,  but  ftooJ  prep-ir'tl  to  meet  his  Pnnck  ; 
My  fliieU  I  rais'd,  I  wav'd  m)»  fliii-Jng  Heel, 
Keea-edg'd,  and  with  refiRlefs  fway  it  feU  : 
The  fun-beam  of  the  battle  felt  the  wound  ; 
My  dearetl:  friend  lay  breathlefs  on  the  groua  J. 
Unhappy  am  I  on  th' embattl'd-pliin. 
Since  the  yoang  hero  by  my  ami  was  flain, 

Mciirnfui;  fays  Carril,  is  the  tale  you've  told, 
It  roils  my  foul  back  on  the  years  of  old. 
Of  Comal  I  h;ive  heard,   ^vhof^  erring  hand 
Stretch'd  on  the  earth  his  beft  bel'n'eJ  friend  ; 
Yet  ftill  vicloricus,  on  the  well-fought  iieid 
He  fcatter'd  hods,  and  ncade  the  mighty  yield. 
He  alfo  was  a  Chief  of  .^,  lbion's  plains, 
A  hundred  hills  he  Avay'd,  and  lirge  do.r.ains  ; 
P  2 
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A  thoufand  ftreams  with  drink  his  deer  fiippJy'd  ; 

To  his  fleet  dogs  a  thoufand  rocks  reply 'd: 

Mildnefs  of  youth  adorn»*d  his  ruddy  face  ; 

His  gen'rous  foul  fcorn'd  aught  was  mean  or  bafe. 

Dire  in  the  fight,  when  rofe  his  kindled  ire. 

His  arm  laid  heroes  low,  made  hofts  retire. 

One  was  his  love, — andpaffing  fair  the  dame, — 

Daughter  to  Conloch,  of  far-founding  fame. 

'Mong  women  fhe  a  fun-beam  did  appear, . 

Dark,  as  the  raven's  glolTy  wing,  her  hair  j 

With  nimble  dogs  flie  oft  purfuM  the  roe; 

The  forell  oft  refounded  to  her  bow. . 

On  blooming  Cqmal  fhe  her  foul  had  fix*d, 

Their  meeting  eyes  of  love  foft  glances  mix'd. 

Together  to  the  chace  they  oft  repair, 

And  happy  were  their  words  in  fecret  there. 

The  neighb'ring  Chief  cf  Ardven's  gloomy  ftiade, 

Grumal,  the  dark  !  v;iih  love  purfu'd  the  maid  ; 

He 
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He  often  watch'd  her  lone  (leps  on  the  heath  ; 
And,  foe  to  Comal,  he  defign'd  his  death. 

It  chanc'd  one  day,  returning  from  the  chace 
Fatigu'd,  when  mift  had  covered  all  the  place, 
Comal,  and  Conloch's  daughter,  happy  pair  I 
Hid  from  their  friends,  to  Ro-snan's  cave  repair. 
Within  this  cave  brave  Comal  oft  refides ; 
His  ftiining  arms  adorn  lis  rocky  fides. 
A  hundred  folded  Ihields  of  thongs  are  there; 
A  hundred  helms  of  founding  fleel  appear. 

Arrlv'd,  thus  Comal  toGALviNA  faid  : 
Thou  light  of  Ron  nan's  cave,  rell  here  fair  maid  • 
A  deer  I  have  efpy'd,  on  Mora's  brow, 
J  go  to  fiay  It  with  my  bending  bow. 
Secure  from  ev'ry  harm,  thou  here  may'ft  (lay, 
AfFur'a  I  will  return  v»*ithout  delay, 
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I'll  flay,  n-^y  love  !   llie  faid,  and  yet  I  fear, 
My  foe,  dark  Grumal, —  he  comes  cfceii  here. 
I'll  lie  conceaTd  among  thy  fnining  arais. 
Return  with  fj-eed,  and  rid  me  cf  alarms. 

The  hero  Uraiglu  to  iuora's  (ha grj  fide 
Betook  him  where  the  dark-brown  deer  lie  Tf y'd. 
Th' ill  fated  maid,   refolv'd  to  try  hi;  love, 
All  clad  in  (liiuing  arn:our  forih  did  move 
From  RoKNAx's  cave,  and  ilrode  to  Mora's  brow: 
Comal  beheld,  and  took  her  for  his  foe  ; 
His  colour  chang'd,  his  lab'ring  heart  beat  hii^h, 
A  fudden  darknefs  dimm'd  each  rolling  eye. 
Full,  at  the  fair,  his  twanging  bow  he  drew  ; 
With  aim  too  fure  the  winged  arrow  flcw  : 
Galvina  fell  In  b'ood. — V/iih  eager  hade 
And  wildnefs,  in  his  Ipeed,  the  hero  pafb'd 
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To  Ron  nan's  cave  : — he  calls  aroiini  his  eyes, 
Vv^'here  art  thou?  O  my  love  !  comeforili, — he  cries. — 
He  hears  no  anfwer  in  the  lonely  rock. 
His  fears  arife,  he  feels  a  dreadful  flnck  : 
He  ran,  he  flew;   he  found  her  heaving  heart 
Beating  in  pangs  around  the  feather'd  dart. 
"  O  CoNLo  ch's  daughter  !"  grief  his  voice  fapprefs'd. 
Fainting,  he  fank  upon  her  fnowy  breaH:. 

The  hunters  ca.-ne,  and  found  the  haplefs  pair. 
Again  he  trod  the  hi!l,  but  nought  could  chear 
His  fadden'd  foul — With  heavy  pace  and  flow 
He  (lalk'd,  a  moving  monument  of  wo  ; 
His  friends  he  fiiunn'd,  but  often  from  the  cave 
Mournful  his  fie ps  were  round  Galv  ixa's  grave. — 

A  fleet  of  flrangsrs  on  fair  Albion's  coaft 
Arrives,  and  lands  a  throng  and  warlike  hod. 

With 
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With  all  his  friends  he  rofe,  the  foe  he  fought. 
Whom,  lefs  for  glory  than  for  death,  he  fought. 
He  plunges  'mldft  their  thickeft  ;  on  the  field 
Their  ranks  he  fcatters,  and  conftrains  to  yield. 
Expos'd  to  death,  he  lives  not  by  his  fault ; 
No  foe  at  hand  dares  give  the  death  he  fought. 
In  deep  defpalr  he  threw  away  his  fhield  ; 
A  friendly  arrow  ftretch'd  him  on  the  field. — 
Now,  by  the  founding  margin  of  the  deep, 
Befide  his  lov'd  Galvina  does  he  fleep: 
Their  grafs-green  tombs  the  mariner  efpies, 
As  bounding  o'er  the  northern  waves  he  flies. 
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